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PROLOGUE 


High up in the Southern Rockies, 
Just about thirty-five miles 
from Creede, Colorado 


The night was so cold nothing moved. It was as if motion 
itself were frozen; as if time, instead of dwindling down to its 
entropic finale, had stopped in its tracks. As far as the eye 
could see, no living creature moved, most having migrated to 
lower altitudes and above-zero nights. The few exceptions 
were huddled somewhere in a cave or cul-de-sac or under the 
heavy drifts of snow. 

The illusion of timelessness was belied by the preternatural 
brightness of the full moon in a frigid, star-dazzled blue-black 
cloudless sky. As Lao Tze implied: since light is a vibration, it 
requires time to manifest itself. 

It was a monochrome world, rendered in lunar blue-white 
and stark black shadows, motionless stone/bone/deadly cold 
and absolute silence, broken only by a single oddly flickering 
golden spark from far below, halfway down the far sidewall of 
the canyon, the light of an electric lamp seen through some 
barely-stirring pine branches at one of the windows of a small 
cabin perched precariously on an outcropping of stone. It 
fairly reeked of home and comfort, apparently heedless of the 


giddy abyss it overlooked. From the chimney seeped a thin line 
of silver smoke and a minuscule thread of almost inaudible 


music, 

Even more quietly came the sound of movement in the 
distance, the unmistakable crystalline crunch of footsteps in 
fifty-below-zero snow. From the north, making their way over 
the top of the pass, came three men in arctic special-operations 
gear, looking like fat silver-grey comic-book space-bears, 
carrying long cases and duffle-bags. Moving steadily and 
silently, communicating through slight gestures of hand and 
head, they avoided the open, moonlit areas of the snowfield 
and snaked purposefully though the shadows under the sparse 


pines. As they came within sight of the cabin far below, the 
figure in the lead zipped open a panel on his suit and removed 
a pair of small binoculars, connected to some unseen piece of 
arcane technology within the suit by a thin wire. Bracing his 
arm against a small storm-gnarled tree, he focused on the 
window below. 

Within the cabin, an old man sat sipping coffee from a 
stone mug, his fingers pulling absently at his grey-white beard, 
as he peered, hawk-eyed, through bushy white eyebrows, at 
the text on his monitor. His thoughts drifted back over the 
years and the many miles traveled as he marveled that his long- 
time task was nearly completed. He raised his cup and 
pronounced the toast he had first heard at the Steamboat 
Springs Elks Club decades ago. "To absent friends," he 
whispered to himself, and took another sip. 

As he scrolled through the final pages of the project, he 
thought back to his first attempts, more than fifteen years 
before, to put a lifetime of experience into words that might be 
heard, might just possibly be understood by the sort of people 
who like to live in cities and towns, down on the lower side of 
ten thousand feet of altitude. As he reached the final page, he 
took his pipe and the little tin box from the drawer under the 
desk and began to fill the pipe. 

Approximately 1200 feet above him and a like distance to 
the North/Northwest, the three silver bears erected a small 
white tent in a thicket of exposed scrub and entered it and 
effectively disappeared. As one of the men broke out the 
compact aluminum heater, the leader settled into a corner of 
the tent and closed his eyes. After a moment he said, "Now, 
we wait." 

Neither of the others replied. 


Peter Trayne knocked the ashes from his pipe, turned to the 
keyboard of his 486 and quickly hit a few keys, The display on 
the color monitor scrolled from the end back to the beginning 
of his tortuous fifteen-year labor in less than a single breath. 
He stretched his arms and cracked his knuckles. This was it. 
The document was spell-checked and grammar checked, the 
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graphics were in place, every shift in font and attribute 
properly coded. 
The book was done; it was time for the final read. 


Peter Trayne got up from his chair and made a fresh pot of 
coffee and, while the water heated, obtained a pair of oatmeal 
cookies from a tin on the shelf. He placed another log on the 
fire in the stone fireplace and went to the sink and peeled an 
apple from the basket on the counter. Taking apple, cookie 
and coffee with him, he sat again at the computer console. 
Settling himself back into his chair he began to read from the 
monitor. 


SOMETHING FISHY IS A WORK OF FICTION. 
ALTHOUGH IT INCLUDES MANY TRUE 
ACCOUNTS OF GENUINE EXPERIENCES 

AND SOMETIMES REFERS TO CELEBRITIES 

AND PUBLIC PERSONALITIES, IT IS 
NEITHER HISTORY NOR BIOGRAPHY 
BUT RATHER A SORT OF TIME BOMB 

INTENDED TO PROVOKE A CERTAIN KIND OF 
RARE DEEP THOUGHT IN THE READER. 
YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED. 








SOMETHING FISHY 
A COMPENDIUM OF UNIVERSALLY IGNORED 
ABSOLUTELY ESSENTIAL INFORMATION 
By Peter Trayne 


0. 


Dedicated to Mungwe, the trickster 


My neighbor says the world is like an upside-down cake; as 
soon as all of the sons-of-bitches have trodden all the good- 


hearted people entirely to the bottom, God will bake it and 
turn it over. I don't know if there's any truth to the idea, but I 
like it 





FOR A THING TO REMAIN UNDONE 
NOTHING MORE IS NEEDED 
THAN TO THINK IT DONE 


- GRACIAN 


THE NATURE OF A PERSON'S RELIGION 
OR PHILOSOPHY IS SHOWN NOT SO MUCH BY 
WHAT HE DOES IN THE STOCKS AS BY 
WHAT HE DOES WHEN HE IS THE ONE 
WITH THE WHIP 


-RAGOCZY F. 





Foreword 
asecond warning of sorts 


As a very young child, I had an experience I understood at 
the time to be a calling from God to be a Prophet or messenger 
or something similar. Although I still consider that to be more- 
or-less true, 1 wouldn't any longer describe it in those terms, 
since | now deny the existence of the sort of Deity | was taught 
to believe in as achild. My attempts to fulfill the duties of the 
position haven't been all that successful, so I'm pretty sure T 
still haven't quite got the hang of it, but I feel it necessary to 
deliver this preliminary report anyway, just in case. My task is 
doubly difficult in that the information is both positive and 
negative, so that, in order to convey my message, I need to not 
only convey information, but also to call in question or remove 
misinformation at the same time; you can't pour wine or 
knowledge into a full cup; thus the oddball style and many of 
the apparent incongtuities in this work. This is also why the 
churches get beat up so much in here. I don't see this as unfair 
in any way. They used "sticks and stones" and swords and fire 
and racks and whips for decades of centuries; I should be 
allowed some words, right? 

Beating the churches up was made necessary because these 
same churches have given rebirth and transformation of 
consciousness a bad name for centuries by selling it like a 
brand of detergent or a the sort of local football team you 
either love or you're a worthless ratbag, and acting like some 
kind of cosmic teacher's pets from hell. This book has nothing 
whatsoever to do with belief or disbelief in anything, both of 
which are irrelevant to the matters the book addresses. | don't 
care what you do or don't believe. It is my intention to put 
your nervous and unwilling finger on the ultimate universal 
hair-trigger, distract your attention, and then goose you when 
you least expect it. It's only fair to warn you. Of course, that 
doesn't mean I will necessarily be successful, but be warned: 
that is my intention. 
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Warning number three: 
A reiteration, just to be safe 


T'll be honest right up front with you; I do my best in this 
book to tear the organized churchian sort of religion a brand 
new asshole right out in the middle of the public fairgrounds 
so nobody will think I'm selling the same kind of soap they 
always do 


In this work, I'm going to submit that there really is a kind 
of empowering rebirth r transformation available to every 
person, but I'm not going to try to get you to believe me, 
which would be pointless. Why would I try to convince you of 
something I can instead show you? You don't need to believe 
your nose; it's just there. The only real function of believing in 
something-that's-just-there is to keep from experiencing it 
directly. It's my intention to give you the tools you need to 
punch a hole to look through and see these things. I'm also 
going to say "shit" and "fuck" from time to time so you won't 
think I'm talking about religion, which is a whole different 
kettle of fish, the source of the title of this work. 
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ff had t was just before dawn; it was chilly even though it 
Ks I k() was late July, typical of the American desert, cold at 
Bevedd night, bake-oven by 10:30 AM. My parents and I 
were sleeping in our little home-made teardrop-shaped 
camping trailer hitched behind our grey 1936 Chevrolet Sedan, 
camped in McElmo Canyon at the foot of Sleeping Ute 
Mountain, alongside the track leading from the rough gravel 
main canyon road to the Battle Rock Ranch. McElmo Creek 
gurgled quietly a few yards from our camp. | was five years 
old, sleeping on alittle shelf above my parent's feet 

1 was small for my age, easy pickings for the schoolyard 
bullies, even in kindergarten. | was already a voracious reader, 
having begun to comprehend the dialog in the funny papers 
about a month before I tumed four. I had brought a book to 
read on rainy days: the latest selection of some children's book 
club, a collection of short biographies of famous scientists and 
inventors, simplified for young readers. I had been reading the 
section on Faraday when I slipped off to sleep, so the book 
was the first thing I saw when I woke up, eyes wide in the 
early morning near-darkness. 1 had been having a strange, 
very-real, dream: an old Indian was offering me a small crystal 
ball about an inch in diameter. He was somehow wordlessly 
warning me of the grave responsibilities that accompanied its 
ownership. He was asking if 1 was willing to accept it. I said I 
was. As ] reached out to take it from his hand, I woke up, and 
then couldn't get back to sleep. 

Careful not to wake my parents, I put the book on my 
pillow, made my way to the floor of the trailer without 
disturbing them and quietly pulled on my clothes and slid out 
the door, 

I sat beside the fold-down steps of the trailer and looked 
around at the incredible beauty and grandeur of sunrise in the 
Four-Corners-Country. Although nearly sixty years have 
passed since that morning, I can close my eyes and see it all 
again as clearly as though it were only yesterday. I grubbed 
unconsciously at the soft cool sand with the fingers of my right 
hand. I felt something hard and smooth and cold. I shook the 
sand off and found I was holding the little crystal ball from the 
dream. I still have it. It is a sphere of natural fused quartz with 
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a soft satin frosted surface pocked here and there with tiny 
crescent moon shapes. 

I can't say I knew where to dig or that I was even purposely 
digging for it; | was still half asleep - half in the dream. I do 
remember that | didn't think it was strange to find the stone; It 
felt as natural as turning on a tap and getting water. 

When my mom and dad woke up, I showed them my 
treasure, making sure they understood that it was mine, that it 
was very important to me and that i intended to keep it for the 
rest of my life. When we returned home a month later, my 
father "put it away for safe keeping." 

Some years later, when I was around ten years old, my 
father came into the living room looking sheepish and 
embarrassed (which was very unusual for him) and confessed 
that he had polished the frosted surface off one side of my 
stone, using his polishing wheel, "to look inside of it," and had 
permanently and irretrievably marred it. He apologized and 
handed it to me and walked out of the room. I remember that 
I became dizzy and nauseated for a little while, without 
understanding why. A feeling of great sadness overwhelmed 
me, a hint of some fundamental wrongness in everything, as 
though something essential had just been lost forever. 

Over forty years later, having encountered a woman with a 
large following as a psychic, I showed her the marred crystal. 
She took it in her left hand and immediately blanched and 
broke out in a visible sweat. She handed it back like it was 
red-hot. "Get rid of that," she said, in a hoarse whisper, "It's 
deadly dangerous!" 

I still have the little ball, still defaced by my father's 
meddling, just like me, just like most of us, I imagine. 

Sometimes when I haven't managed to avoid watching the 
news on television, | get the same dizzy, slightly nauseated 
sense of something wrong, some sort of terrible imbalance at 
the very heart of things. Sometimes I take the crystal out of its 
hiding place and look at it and into it and 1 wonder. 


One of my first clear recollections is that of my baby-sitter 
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playing with my penis. I think I was somewhere between one 
and two years of age at the time. I don't know if they called 
them "baby-sitters" in those days. Anyway, she was just one of 
the neighborhood children, not more than four or five years 
older than I was, sort of keeping an eye on me in the back yard 
while our two mothers were busy doing something in our 
house. My penis was about the size of the eraser on a yellow 
number six Eberhard Faber pencil. She was fascinated by it 
and kept rubbing it and rolling it between her fingers. The 
physical sensation was overpowering. I had no knowledge of 
sexuality or understanding of what was happening; I just knew 
this sure felt good. I had been wondering at about that age 
what the purpose of my human existence could possibly be - 
wondering just why the hell I had involved myself in something 
as basically unrewarding and potentially painful as the sort of 
life | had experienced up to that point. I know we don't agree 
that infants can have such thoughts, but I remember what I 
remember. 

I remember very clearly thinking on that morning that I had 
finally remembered the purpose and reason for living after all, 
in fact it was more like a rediscovery. As I recall, I thought 
something like "Aha... oh, yeah . . . This!." 

Suddenly our mothers came back out of the house and the 
activities came to a crashing halt. In my innocence, not 
comprehending the significance of the frozen tableau, 
overwhelmed by my revelatory experience, I attempted to 
convey it to my mother: I stood up and grabbed the crotch of 
my little romper shorts and, pulling them aside, 1 exposed my 
wee equipment and chortled, "Mommy, we play PEENEE!" 

The little girl's face got red; then her mother's face got red; 
then my mother's face got red. Angry words were exchanged. 

It quickly became depressingly plain that my new discovery 
was forbidden, that I had ruined it by talking about it and that 
the world was, after all, an aberrated and malevolent place. I 
remember that | was disappointed but not surprised. 

I clearly understand the kind of damage done by child- 
molesters and also that sexual misbehavior is the flavor-of-the- 
month as a despicable behavior pattern, but the truth is: I sure 
didn't feel like a victim at the time and I still don't. I must say, 





15 


though, that | also didn't immediately go out and try to find a 
repeat performance. Somehow I knew it was dangerous 
territory. I did make up my mind that if it ever happened again 
I would keep my fool mouth shut, but I had to wait until 1 was 
in my twenties and married and it was allowed anyway. 


Another recollection from early childhood stands out in my 
memory. It was the fall of the same year we went to Colorado 
that first time. 1 was standing on the driveway looking toward 
the street when I had what I guess you could call a "vision," 
although I didn't "see" anything but my surroundings. The 
experience was purely conceptual. It was like a window was 
slammed open where I thought there was only a wall. A series 
of concepts and new comprehensions hit my mind so hard 1 
staggered and had to catch hold of the downspout at the side 
of the house to keep from failing. 

I suddenly saw the end of my childhood rushing 
inescapably toward me. I realized that | was experiencing my 
last few short months of relative sanity and that | would soon 
be forced to accept the malevolently twisted world-view of 
those around me or perish. I remember solemnly promising 
myself that somehow, some day, some miraculous way, I 
would find my way back, no matter what it might take to do 
so. I also made a kind of pact with myself to try to find a way 
to save future children from being forced to accept what was 
about to be done to me. 

Somehow, knowing the impossibility of what I vowed, 
realizing how many countless endless generations of human 
children had been hopelessly corrupted, suspecting how many 
other children might well have made the same promise to no 
obvious avail, | still resolved to make the attempt. The worst 
part of the problem was that I also realized with my 
newfound insight that | would soon lose not only my sanity 
and my true identity, but simultaneously, as the doors closed 
in my mind, I was going to lose the recollection of all of the 
transcendent events of my early life, including the one I was 
presently experiencing and the vow I had just made. I was 
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making a promise to myself I new I was going to soon forget, 
seemingly an obvious exercise in futility. 

Now 1 am an old man. My hair is full of grey and white. I 
obviously have not successfully completed my task, but I have 
made some progress. Some years back I broke through the 
barriers and remembered again, among other things, that late- 
autumn afternoon and my promise, and regained much of what 
T had lost. I certainly regret all the wasted years groping in 
folly and self-imposed blindness, but I also feel I am 
indescribably fortunate to have found my way most of the way 
back to the garden while still this side of death, which appears 
to be relatively rare in human experience. 

I don't know how to save the children from turning into 
normal human adults, I only know it is our only hope. 
Obviously, any attempts that originate from within a culture as 
false as ours will only serve to indoctrinate instead of educate 
them, which can only make matters worse. I do know it is far 
more essential to armor them against self- righteousness, self- 
indulgence, hypocrisy, greed, gullibility, intolerance and 
tyranny than to teach them any particular religious or political 
dogma, or to propagandize them into accepting the current 
local prejudices about which foods, drugs and clothing are 
acceptable and which are not. 

Some of the small children that are, right now, being 
cheated out of their opportunity to learn honor and integrity, 
discarded in the modern curriculum in favor of learning to 
either consummately fake sincerity or threaten the faculty, 
some of these will become the despots of the future and they 
will have in their hands the ability to obtain instant digital 
access to every detail of your life and actions and the potential 
weaponry of nanotechnology, biowarfare and the manipulation 
of the human genome. 

I have studied the problem all my life and I have come to 
some conclusions. They say there is nothing so powerful as an 
idea whose time has come. | look at my world and my 
newspaper and my television set and my neighborhood and I 
think that some essential transforming idea is long overdue, 
probably because there has been great resistance to its advent 
for centuries, and that the human world is near-to-perishing 
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for its lack. This book represents my way of cocking a major 
snook at fate and futility, a heartfelt bird sincerely flipped at 
the Ancient Enemy, my attempt to help in some small way the 
effort to move the locked bowels of human thought 


The clerk at the store down the street from the Blues Club 
was telling us about a singer he liked. We didn't recognize the 
name he mentioned. He hastened to clarify, "She sings 
CHRISTIAN music," he said. 

AHA. 

I had noticed the light of madness in his eyes whenever I 
had encountered him before, while trading at this store, but 
hadn't yet been able to put my finger on the source. There was 
something odd, slightly out of tune, about his behavior. He had 
a tendency to stare into your eyes, not as though he were 
friendly and familiar, but as if he knew some essential secret 
you lacked; as if he were so far above you that what you 
thought was immaterial to him. 

Suddenly all the tumblers clicked into place. Now it all 
made sense. 

There is no fanatic like a religious fanatic. 

There is an element in organized religion that, appearing 
throughout history, always seems determined to become the 
current incarnation of the Inquisition or the latest Reich. If you 
look around, you will see that now, more than ever, they are 
on the march all over the planet, armed with their terrible self- 
certainty, burning with self-righteous zeal, driven by their 
mandate to meddle and coerce, each one claiming to represent 
the one True God and lusting to perpetrate terrible 
punishments upon all unbelievers. The local branches talk love 
and forgiveness and forbearance and practice bigotry, 
hypocrisy, greed, self-righteous meddling and dishonesty 
Watch out for that little fish symbol they love to display on 
their businesses and vehicles, as though their religious 
affiliation were equivalent to membership in a lodge or a 
sports-related fan club. To the wise and initiated, it means 
"SOMETHING FISHY HERE." 
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My history books and former Sunday-school lessons agree 
with "Fox's Book of Martyrs,” the ultimate pervert's snuff- 
book, that the Christian's finest hour is spent as victim. There 
is something fine and heroic about their steadfastness in the 
face of fire, sword and torture, unflinching in their total 
certainty and their devotion to their particular belief system. 
On the other hand, just in case you hadn't noticed, I feel I must 
point out that those who find proof of the validity of these 
systems in their adherents! faith always seem to ignore the 
identical kind of faith, courage, certainty and willing 
martyrdom in those who follow completely antithetical 
systems with a similar fervor. 

Unfortunately, throughout their span of human history, 
Christians appear far less saintly and heroic when on the other 
end of the weaponry. The historic role of the Christian in any 
position of authority, so far, has been that of tyrant, 
persecutor, inquisitor, exploiter and executioner. If you find 
this description to be inflammatory, unfair or unreasonable, I 
can only say you must have read a different set of history 
books, and I suggest you check the ones at your local Public 
Library. To paraphrase an old saying: absolute life-or-death 
power has seldom corrupted in such a nasty fashion as when it 
has been held by the followers of the gospel of the gentle 
Jesus. 





I was bitching and griping to a ladyfriend fifteen or twenty 
years ago about being mercilessly ripped off by yet another of 
the many businesses proudly displaying the wee fishie. She set 
me straight: "Give it a rest, Pete," she said, "What do you 
expect from people whose whole philosophy of life is based on 
letting somebody else pay for their mistakes?” 


Touché. 


SPQGEEEEEae 
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When I finished the first draft of this manuscript, I sent a 
copy to one of my oldest and closest friends, who is an 
internationally-published travel writer and who also happens 
to be Jewish. Here is part of his reply: 


"I had trouble getting through some of the Jesus stuff, 
which I see as one aspect of the problem. No trouble as I see 
it if you want to get published by some quasi-religious nutball 
press in Oklahoma, but potentially limiting if you want to get 
published in New York, where everyone, even the Chinese, 
Korean fruit peddlers, Italian hit men, Black construction 
workers, not to mention those who actually shell out dough to 
buy books, is Jewish.” 


Which brings me to the following two responses: 


First: The stuff about the churches and their historically- 
consistent simplistic self-serving religious philosophy is valid 
and can't be deleted. This group is one of the main sources of 
the social sickness that ails us these days. I admit it is a lot 
more obvious and blatant in the "Bible Belt" than it is in New 
York, but the influence of the apostate Christian Church is 
widespread and universal. This is what makes it necessary to 
shovel most of it off the path before we try to make it past the 
slippery steep spots. 


The recent worldwide upswing in political activity by 
fundamentalist fanatics shouldn't have surprised anybody. The 
calendar is to blame. The salvage yards almost all have 
examples of cars that smashed into bridges and walls because 
the driver was watching the numbers roll over from 19999 to 
20000. As above, so below, so to speak. 


Second: I hereby solemnly pledge that if enough people 
buy this book to make it financially feasible, I will personally 
move to Okiahoma and found a new Publishing House: "The 
Oklahoma Quasi-Religious Nutball Press." 
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T met an old man down in Texas, in Fort Stockton, a few 
years back. It was in a bar where my friends were playing for 
a couple of weeks, The waitress was saying rock and roll 
music was a brand new phenomenon, a whole new departure 
from all of the music that had gone before, completely 
unexpected, undreamed of by previous generations. The old 
man snorted derisively: “We might not of had rock and roll," 
he said, "but we had Harley motorcycles with straight pipes 
and that's god-damned near the same thing." 





Something like forty years ago, when I was attending a 
religious school in Arkansas, | bought an old Harley Davidson 
motorcycle for all of twenty dollars and rented a shed to keep 
it in for five dollars a month. It was against the school rules for 
any student to own or ride a motorcycle, since they were 
considered vaguely unchristian, so I had to hide it and sneak 
around to work on it. I never got it to run any faster than a 
slow, asthmatic idle and the fastest ride I ever had on it was on 
a rope, behind my buddy's old Ford, when we towed it to the 
shed. I bought a little Triumph Tiger Cub 200cc bike to 
tide in the meantime and then sold them both when I became 
tired of the near-universal vain conceit, hypocrisy and 
corruption at the school and moved on. I didn't have the 
necessary mechanical skills to resuscitate the Harley in those 
days, for which I am grateful, since I was more than half crazy 
and probably would have killed the hell out of myself doing 
one stupid stunt or another. Since then I've sharpened my skills 
as a mechanic and trouble-shooter while in the employ of half 
a dozen or more large multinational corporations with names 
made up of various three-letter combinations and I have traded 
some of my recklessness for a speck of wisdom. So, with that 
in mind, I have been looking somewhat lustfully at a little 
sportster down at the shop in Durango. 

My dad was a Harley Rider back in the twenties and 
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thirties and now, in the eighties and nineties, one of my kids 
rides one. 

When I think about it, that old dusty, wheezy Harley was a 
much more honest manifestation of the inspiration of the Great 
Spirit than anything that ever went on at the Religious College 
while I was there. Maybe that's why it was against the rules. 


The old man in Fort Stockton dropped one final comment 
as he slid out the door to his waiting pickup. He said, "I still 
ain't sure about this Rock and Roll, but them Harleys, 
now...that was MUSIC!" 


ees ee 


Now, in what probably should be the beginning of my 
dotage, I have found a perfect source of that same Harley 
Davidson kind of thrill, but without the wind, rain, snow and 
bugs-in-the-teeth. I have acquired a Mortis Mini Cooper S and 
have added all the important performance mods and 
restorations plus alloy racing wheels, wide tires and a brightly- 
colored paint job. The little beast is chock full of that same 
kind of inspiration and I love it. 


Bago 





When I was very young, newly married and sort of casting 
about for something to do, a Fuller Brush representative 
moved in across the street from us. I remember he was a 
studious looking fellow, horn-rimmed glasses and all. He was 
some sort of district manager and a natural salesman. He set 
me up as a dealer and walked around with me, house to house, 
for a few days to show me the ropes. As I remember, I cleared 
something like a hundred and a half that week. Back then you 
could buy a really nice used car for less than that. The next 
week | made about a hundred and then the next, seventy-five, 
then fifty and so on until I finally gave up and enrolled in 
electronics school. The hell of it was: the products were good 
and they were backed by an excellent guarantee. The trouble 
was: I got to where I didn't want to knock on any more of the 
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front doors of good old American middle-class homes and find 
what was lurking behind so many of them. I drove around 
trying to make myself go sell some brushes, but the batile 
became ever more difficult. 

Since television was new and sort of undeveloped, we 
lacked access to explicit soap operas and prime-time dramas 
full of sleazy sexual betrayal, bloody violence, semi-criminally- 
insane eccentricity, greed and blatant self-serving 
manipulation. This forced people to provide all of that for 
themselves. 

I think most Americans grow up thinking the real America, 
of Mark Twain and Norman Rockwell and Leave it to Beaver, 
probably starts somewhere a couple of blocks, or maybe miles, 
"over there." We think it's only our own neighborhood that's 
so liberally stocked with psychos, young weirdos, old 
grouches and sex deviates 

For me, to find out what was behind the front doors and 
public facades of a really large sampling of local homes was an 
overwhelming experience. I remember being fascinated and 
appalled by the number and variety of sexual invitations I was 
continually presented with from dismally unattractive 
customers of both sexes, like it was okay to do it with a door- 
to-door salesman, like it didn't count somehow, almost like it 
was expected of me. Some of them actually became indignant 
when I wouldn't play. I was repelled. Remember, this was back 
in the days when it could cause a national sensation for a 
popular movie star to say "damn" on screen. 

T now realize that my definitions of what it was to be 
"human" were being rearranged and modified, setting me on 
shaky ground; back then all | knew was that I was feeling ever 
more confused, alienated, nervous and vaguely apprehensive 
without knowing why. 

In the midst of all this unsettledness, one afternoon in the 
poorest section of town, I knocked on the front door of a 
house that was built like a big square box, about eighteen or 
twenty feet on each side. It was set up on pairs of concrete 
blocks stacked up at the corners, with a couple of stacks in the 
middle along each side to help bear the weight of the big, 
hand-hewn beams that provided the foundation. The roof 
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sloped up equally on all four sides into a perfect pyramid, with 
a brick chimney at the top. Maybe if the house had been made 
of gingerbread or had been standing up on chicken legs or 
something, I would have recognized the danger of knocking 
at that door for no more pressing business than to display 
some brushes. You know what they say about fools 

rushing in. 

The old lady who answered the door had on bobby socks 
and saddle loafers and an honest-to-God pink print dress made 
from real feed sacks. Her hair was pure white and she wasn't 
wearing glasses. She was OLD. She wasn't so much just 
wrinkled; it was more like she was made from old tree-bark. 
She invited me in the house and insisted that 1 have a cup of 
coffee and sit at the table. 

The house was cool. It was shaded by the enormous trees 
that ran in a line behind all of the houses on the block, and a 
nice breeze was blowing. The cicadas were adding their mini- 
chainsaw countermelody to the rustling of the leaves. A tall 
clock was ticking happily. The old lady peered at me over the 
top of her cup, "If I didn't have any money, would you buy me 
a brush, or give me one?" 

T assured her that, although the company couldn't give 
products away and stay in business, I would be glad to buy her 
a brush. I was feeling magnanimous and a little bit superior in 
my dark suit and tie. 

She then asked how much I would charge for one of the 
little vegetable brushes that were sticking up out of my jacket 
pocket. When | admitted that they were free samples, we both 
had a good laugh that the company did give away brushes, 
after all 

She said. "You seem like a nice boy and you have tried to 
be kind to me, so I think I'll just go ahead and give you the 
secret." 

1 just sat there, holding my cup, my mouth hanging open. 
There was no change or movement in the room, but suddenly 
everything seemed to shift; my mouth instantly became very 
dry and my heart began to hammer. Somehow my perception 
of time changed. | felt that I had experienced all of this before 
and, as she spoke, knew in advance what she was going to say, 
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a split second before she said it. 

She said, "You were all alone; don't you remember? There 
was not only nobody here but you....there wasn't even a place 
for anybody else to be, so you made this place and you filled it 
up with all of this stuff," she gestured around us, "then you 
made yourself to be one of these," she gestured at herself, then 
at me 

"We call that one: Adam," she said 

"When you got done being Adam, you forgot and went 
back and became Eve, and then you were Abel, until you 
were killed by Cain; then you were Cain and you killed 
Abel and so on and on and on, clear up to the present, and here 
you are, sitting in my kitchen, right this very minute." 

She took a long sip of her coffee, looking at me over the 
brim, "Now you are this one, so busy, selling your brushes, 
doing and going and being, until this life is over. Then you will 
go on to the next one and the next one. It could be anywhere 
in time or in space; spirit is not limited by such things. 

"So you will go on, over and over, never remembering who 
you are, doing and being done to and done for and done with, 
always only by yourself, for there is no other." 

I couldn't reply or respond or breathe; I was struck 
motionless, like a marble statue. 

After a long pause and another sip of coffee, she 
concluded, "Finally you will be one with being human, some 
day, so you will become the last one of us: the Door, the Way 
Out, for all of us. By that life and its death you will pay for all 
of your sins in all of these other lives of yours and move on to 
the next step." 

I became agitated, sweating, "But that was Jesus!" I 
blurted, "He already paid for our sins a couple of thousand 
years ago!" 

She smiled and shook her head, "That's your future." she 
said. 


Many years later, in the summer, I was driving along a back 
street 

A house up on blocks evoked the memory. 

Thad to stop the car and sit, in shock. 
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I had run out of Kokyeng Sowhuti's house in a state of 
panic. Somehow, in all my terror, 1 had retained enough 
presence of mind to snatch up my sample-case on the way out. 
Thad then totally blocked the experience out of my mind and 
memory for all those long intervening years. Her story had 
somehow unlocked the safeties I had so carefully constructed. 
The alignment produced in my mind by her explanation had 
almost been my undoing. I had begun to see through the solid 
stuff of the world of time and space. I had felt the looming 
immanence of eternity. I fled and forgot, in order to survive. 

For all those years it had been as though the experience had 
never happened, then suddenly I remembered it clearly. 1 had 
to stop and park the car. I laughed until my eyes leaked. 


i Ce 


A year or two after the Fuller Brush experience, I was 
working at a small radio station in Oklahoma, doing the news 
and spinning records, when I got a strange phone call. 

"Get something to write with," said a male, fiftyish, 
rancher's voice. I did so. The voice gave me a name. "Write 
that down," he said. 

I wrote down the name. The voice began to recite verdicts 
and prison sentences, He listed dates and court addresses and 
prison addresses. More names and verdicts and sentences 
followed. Finally I said, "Look, I have to go do the news in 
about five minutes and I haven't even pulled it off the teletype 
yet; What's the deal with all of this?" 

He laughed bitterly, "They're all at home!" he said, "every 
single one of ‘em is right at home on his own ranch or farm. 
They're all supposed to be in prison for some kind of crime or 
corruption, but they're not!" Then he hung up. 

I put the list in my back pocket and started pulling news- 
copy off the printer. 

The next day was my day off. I drove around seventy miles 
that afternoon. A couple of counties away, I stopped at a pay 
phone at an abandoned gas station at a deserted crossroads 
and called the State Attorney General's office. I couldn't get 
through to the A.G. himself, but finally got an older male voice 
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who was some kind of assistant. 

L asked him to write down what I was about to tell him. 

He agreed. 

I started reading the list 

Thad got to around the third name on the list when the 
voice interrupted me. 

"Who are you?" it asked, "Don't you have some family, 
maybe some kids you care bout and don't want to see ‘em get 
hurt?" 

I carefully hung up the phone and took a long, roundabout 
way back home, leaving a wadded-up sheet of paper to 
decorate the tall grass waving in the wind by the pay-phone, 
my anger and indignation at such pirates in power somewhat 
tempered by a sort of wry gratitude for the insight I had gained 
into the nature of reality. Thus one becomes a cynic; it's not 
bought cheaply. 

The same sort of odd revelatory experience has happened 
to me countless times in this life. | don't know why I've been 
given so many unusual opportunities to know about the real 
world and how people behave privately, as opposed to the 
public world, with its dishonest conventions. I assume this 
might be part of the training for my possible future brief 
moment as apocalyptic valentine messenger. At any route, I've 
been given the opportunity on numerous occasions to look 
behind the purple curtain, take off the green glasses or peek up 
the soiled skirts of society. 

As an honorable person, what can I do with my uncommon 
good fortune but attempt to share it with you? 


-- 





Once I took a ladyfriend to a City Library to hear some 
people parse metaphysics. When the proceedings concluded 
we made our way back to where her car was parked in the 
covered parking area. In the next space was an old American 
made station wagon completely covered with Bible verses 
painted in meticulously rendered inch-high script. Most of the 
quotations were semi-pornographically explicit predictions of 
visitations of Jehovah's wrath against sinners of all kinds. Next 


BHREHREEEERER RRR EERE 
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to the license plate was a big, square sign. In the center of it 
was a cartoon of a fresh grave with an R.LP. headstone and a 
spade stuck upright in the center of the mounded earth. Above 
the cartoon grave, lovingly hand-lettered was the caption: 
“MAKE A HIPPY HAPPY...GIVE HIM DIRT." On the other 
side of the license, a bumper sticker read: "God said it, I 
believe it and that settles it." 

As we stood admiring this poetic juxtapositioning, a man 
who was obviously the artist and owner of the scripturewagon 
scuttled up to us. He was around sixty-five, physically bent 
and literally quivering with an alarming amalgam of glee and 
righteous rage. 

"I guess you don't like that very much, do you?" he shrilled 
at us, with an enormous grin. 

Ilooked at my girlfriend 

I turned back to our self-appointed adversary and quoted 
quietly: "In as much as you do it unto one of the least of these, 
my brethren, you do it unto me." 

He began to shout, red-faced, spraying spittle. 
"Blasphemy!" he shouted, "Get thee behind me, Satan!" 

We got in her car and drove away, with the old man still 
shouting and gesticulating, his voice re-echoing in the concrete 
parking garage. 

"Well, you have to say one thing about him,” she said, "He 
sure is having a good time!" 





Actually, after ruminating on it, I wholeheartedly approve. 
Like those triangles on the back of tractors and street- 
sweepers and novice racers, let 'em put signs all over their 
cars: "Warning, loose nut at the wheel!" 


Seetecss ees 


Every so often I pass cars with little plates or bumper- 
stickers that say: "Warning! in case of Rapture, this vehicle 
will be unmanned!" 

It always makes me think, "If you REALLY believe that, 
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and you're so damned holy, what the Hell are you doing 
driving that stupid car in traffic?" 

Of course, to be fair, these people are convinced that 
Divine Justice decrees that the rest of us are going to burn 
forever in eternal torment; it would probably be too much to 
expect them to worry about killing some of us in a car crash 
when they discorporate. 


Boece ee 


For me, as long as the realm of eternity stayed safely inside 
Bibles and churches and my own conceptual mental processes, 
it was safe and comfortable and comprehensible. It was when 
it catastrophically escaped from the restraints of those abstract 
hodge-podges into the experiential realm of the Here-and- 
Now that it began to be revealed as potentially infinitely 
dangerous. 

Even the tiniest, most brief, do-si-do with the realm of 
etemity and the dweller here forever exposes and de-mystifies 
such limited human constructions as the deities the religions 
promote. 

If your curiosity ever moves you to search diligently and 
honestly for the real source of the worship of these legendary 
personages, you need look no further than the historic 
behavior of their devotees toward others. 

Too often, it seems, the “leap of faith," when carried to its 
natural conclusion ands with at least one foot on somebody 
else's neck or property or both. Historically, predictably, over 
and over, as far back as our history is known, the main use for 
religion has been to justify doing wrong. The main use for 
“personal faith" has been to avoid responsibility for the world 
and its suffering and to avoid the experience of the reality and 
inevitability of one's own personal death and the unbearable 
revelation that almost undoubtedly accompanies it 

Mungwe says that all our lives, we live and move and 
expect and remember, all in this limited, illusory continuum we 
call "time." Unable, unwilling to experience the unaltered 
infinite present, riding ever-backward into the future, seeing 
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only the past, we rift along, mechanically, predictably, at our 
accustomed, fixed, sixty minutes per hour. This movement 
exists like a safe, chain-link-fenced, limited access highway, 
defining its perfectly straight line through the limitless 
possibilities of eternity/infinity. 

He says we habitually use the limited view of the world 
provided by the paradigm of time to shield and shelter 
ourselves from the transforming effects of eternity: 

"If you look out your open window onto eternity, you will 
first note those events on the tapestry that have some 
significance in your own personal drama. Undoubtedly one of 
these will be the event of your own personal death, at a 
particular place and time. Usually, when this happens, before 
the inevitable change that follows can take place, the window 
is slammed shut, boarded up, plastered over and quickly 
painted to look just like the wall. 

"Some philosophers at least paint the boarded-up window 
to look like a window, which is, | suppose some 
improvement. 

"Some true sages even paint it to look a lot like a window 
onto eternity. This isn't easy. 

"A few Buddhists in the last few millennia have been 
observed to scrub away at the paint, actually attempting to 
achieve clarity, in order to see through the window 
Courageous, but probably futile, like trying to lift yourself by 
your proverbial bootstraps or look at the back of your own 
neck. 

"The latter is easy in the material world, using mirrors, but 
here we're dealing with mind-stuff, in which even the slightest 
thought causes ripples.” 





My old friend, the trickster, says he doesn't personally have 
that problem, since he doesn't have a house in which to have 
any windows to paint over. He says since we are already in 
eternity and all this stuff and doing is still here, he reckons he 
doesn't need a house. 





1. The Buddha says no separate individual being survives 
death. All partake of and express eternal life and it is possible 
while still within a lifetime to experience this eternal life and 
achieve transformation. 





2. The Sufis say that if you die before you die, then when you 
die, you don't die. 


peaeeraer ow 





3. Yeshua says if you die to yourself and take up your own 
cross, you will find eternal life. 





4. The Christians say that if you believe in Jesus, you are born 
again and you will never have to die because Jesus died in your 
place. This allows you to live on as this same, separate 
individual for all of endless etemity, experiencing total joy 
while most of your former neighbors burn alive in constant 
excruciating endless agony. 





Something Fishy Here. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


A Story for the Kids 


One morning | found Mungwe by the water hole, 
surrounded by a gang of kids. Uncharacteristically silent, they 
hung on his every word, which maybe wasn't so surprising 
after all, since among Mungwe's many odd attributes is the fact 
that he is apparently completely free from both the conceit of 
age and the arrogance of youth. Then on the other hand, I have 
heard that they used to call the Buddha, "the Old Boy." 


It was my great good fortune to come upon them just as he 
began a new story. I sat down on a smooth sandstone boulder 
and listened. The sky was full of cloudsheep, grazing across 
their endless deep blue prairies. 


"There was a King who went to sleep and dreamed that he 
was a frog. 

"He was having a very exciting time, jumping and 
swimming and catching and eating flies (which taste like 
M&M's to frogs) and avoiding being eaten by snakes and 
herons and such and meeting other frogs and singing with 
them all night long. 

“He got very deeply involved in his dream of being a frog, 
totally identifying himself as: “Me, THIS frog!" It was the most 
pure joy he had ever felt. 

"Then one day in the dream, in a split second, with no 
warning at all, a naughty dream-boy shot him right through the 
head with a bullet from a .22 caliber dream-rifle. 

"What a shock! He felt his froggy life slipping rapidly away, 
along with the joy he had begun to take for granted. He 
experienced terrible loss and fear and a great longing to have 
back his life as a frog. Since it was in fact HIS DREAM, in 
which he had total power to create, he was immediately born 
from a frog-egg as a tiny tadpole and the cycle began again.” 

Mungwe paused, stretched and yawned, began to look 
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seemingly absent-mindedly around at everything but the kids, 
and plucked a stem of sweetgrass and, sticking the stalk 
between his teeth began to suck on it noisily, breaking up the 
kids (and me) into laughter. 

The little guy in the red shirt, the really bright kid with the 
knowing eyes (I'm not sure; I think it might have been one of 
the Sekaquaptewa boys) giggled quietly and said, "C'mon, 
grandpa, we won't whisper anymore, we want to know what 
happened." 


Mungwe continued, as if he had never stopped 

"Frog-life after frog-life, he continued his epic tapestry, 
creating froggy dynasties and masterworks out of his own 
dreamstuff, playing both the kings and the lowly tailors and 
sailors in his froggy dream-kingdom. 

"You see, every time the King began to awaken from the 
dream, he would feel his life as a frog slipping away along with 
the dream. He had become so conditioned by the fear and pain 
of his countless frog-deaths that as soon as he felt his identity 
as a frog threatened, as the dream began to fade, he would 
become terrified and quickly race back into the dream and his 
comfortable froggy existences. Unable to let go of his frog- 
lives he was unable to leave the dream. He COULD NOT 
wake up. 

"For weeks and months and finally long, long years, the 
King lay in his coma, until his health and his kingdom were in 
jeopardy, but nobody was able to awaken him." 


Mungwe sat back against the big old cottonwood tree 
again and pulled another stem of sweetgrass and began to 
chew on it 

The little guy who had spoken before, sat, elbows on 
knees, and grinned knowingly to himself, looking at the 
ground, waiting to see who would break this time. 

Finally one of the other kids broke the silence, "Okay, 
Grampa," he said, "I'll bite, what happened to the King, did he 
wake up, or what?" 


Mungwe grinned, "I thought you'd never ask," he said, then 
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his face tuned serious, "I didn't end the story because nobody 
knows the end of the story yet. The King is still asleep. His 
health is so far gone now that most of his old Kingly powers 
are faded away and his kingdom is nothing but a sketchy faded 
memory. Nobody knows if he will ever be able to remember 
himself and finally forsake the dream before it's too late. He's 
been in the dream so long now that I think there isn't much 
hope for him or for his people, who have been wandering 
aimlessly in the wilderness since their ruler has been asleep." 

Mungwe looked slowly around at the children, looking 
each one right in the eye. e smiled. "This one thing is 
absolutely certain," he said, “at any moment in the dream, 
during every single second of every single frog-life, there is 
always the possibility of the King awakening. 

"This is also true for you and for me," he said. 





After the children had followed Mungwe down the draw, I 
sat and pondered. It as obvious Mungwe's story was really 
about lost Humanity. I still had to think that if the dream-frogs 
were really like MY people, they would organize themselves 
into nations and armies and murder and mutilate each other 
over disagreements as to the nature and existence of the 
"King." 

If any of them might intuitively grasp the truth and 
stammer, “Why I...1 am the King!" the other frogs 
would quickly put him to death in any one of a great number 
of unpleasant ways. 

Perhaps there is a kind of perverse sense to this pattern. As 
T understand Mungwe's story, if a frog awakens, then the King 
is awake and the dream ends. Perhaps if a frog says, "J am the 
King." the other frogs kill him out of fear that the entire frog- 
world is in danger of annihilation 

Perhaps. 


Chug-a-rum Re-(too)deep . . . Don't ask me. 


} enn 
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The trickster says that money will destroy the White Man. 
He hastens to add that he means ALL the White Men: the pink 
White Men and the brown White Men and the black White 
Men. 

He says he has never seen a red man or a yellow man, 
unless they had paint on them or they were very sick or had a 
very bad sunburn or had been hurt really badly. "Maybe that's 
why they used to call my people redskins," he says, "By the 
time they had visited their tender mercies on us, we were 
usually bleeding." 

He also explains that he means the word "man" 
generically, to include all of the many genders. 

When I asked him exactly what he meant by "White Men," 
he just laughed and said, "You know . . . the ones that can be 
destroyed by the test of character we call MONEY." 

I said, "Mungwe, that's circular logic!" 

He dismissed this. "I expect you would prefer square, or 
triangular? Maybe a granny knot?" 





T once heard Rolling Thunder say that the reason 
automobiles pollute the earth and the air so badly is that 
nobody in a position of power has had the integrity to build a 
really GOOD car, let alone a near-perfect one. They always 
stop their research and development at the point where a great 
deal of profit can be made. He said that it might be possible to 
build a much better car, while making somewhat less money, 
but the stockholders are never going to hold still for that. 

This principle is nowhere so blatantly apparent as in the 
entertainment media. Life imitating art becomes deadly when 
“art" consists of coming up with creative ways to use a story 
to encapsulate the Big Seven: Car crashes, Violence, Murder, 
irresponsible manipulative Sex, Greed, Power-madness and 
(mostly anti-drug) Insincere Sloganeering. 

Those who enrich themselves by hacking out most of what 
passes for television these days are far greater enemies to their 
species and planet than any drug-lord or money-launderer. As 
Mungwe puts it: "It's a sorry-assed creature that shits its own 
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nest." 


A crooked mirror can make a whole people corrupt, and in 
the era of instantaneous communication, a whole world mad. 
This is a loaded and cocked weapon pointed right at the heart 
of any hope we have for individual liberty in the next 
millennium. 


peer Gece 


On the other hand, Captain Piccard seems to me to be a lot 
more believable and trustworthy than any of the Republicans 
or Democrats. 





(if the following section seems to you to be a monstrous 
non-sequitur, bear with me for a while, Your Honor, I'm laying 
some ground-work; I promise I'll establish relevance in a 
minute.) 


Ifyou are overweight, even just a little bit, especially if you 
have high cholesterol or high blood pressure, the following 
diet will probably painlessly slim you down, firm 
you up and put you in great shape: 

Cut out all killed food. Eat no flesh. This includes bird and 
fish. Avoid concentrated sweets of all kinds, except in very 
small quantities; this includes dried fruit. Do not eat potatoes. 
Do not eat anything from a metal can. Keep your protein 
intake healthy by mixing and balancing your grains and fresh 
vegetables. "Diet for a Small Planet" by Frances Moore 
Lappé, has excellent amino acid charts, with most foods listed, 
to help you choose your meals. 

You can eat as much corn and bean entree as you want to, 
so you won't suffer hunger, and, unless you have a very 
unusual digestive system, you will get stronger and healthier 
and lose unwanted pounds and your complexion will clear up, 
along with any number of chronic minor ailments. 

When your health and complexion are perfect, you can try 
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the other foods a bit at a time and observe their effect on your 
body and mind; as long as you are partially poisoned, there’s 
no real way to tell. 

Supplement your diet with a gram or two of natural vitamin 
C every day and a peck of vitamin B-12 once or twice a week. 
Both are essential for good health and should not be neglected. 


Don't overdo the vitamin bit. Be careful to check that the 
ones you do take come from a good, reliable source. I've seen 
some really bizarre physical and emotional symptoms 
completely disappear when the sufferer stopped taking all 
vitamins for a while. One of my friends had been having his 
face swell up alarmingly and painfully three or four times a 
year. He finally tried cutting out all of his vitamin and mineral 
supplements for a month or two. Then he began adding a new 
one every couple of weeks, until he started taking vitamin A 
again. After a few days his lip swelled up as big as a baseball. 
He eventually found that it was the fish-derived form of the 
vitamin that was at fault. When he switched to a water- 
dispersible form of vitamin A, there was no further repeat of 
the problem. 


If you still don't slim down as fast as you want to, go one 
step further and avoid dried grains. Fresh or frozen corn is 
okay and complements most beans well. Remember, each one 
of us has his own distinctive biochemistry and some of us are 
allergic to foods that put others in the glow of health. 

So far, I have never seen this plan fail. I have seen it 
succeed spectacularly a number of times. Within two or three 
months, flab disappears, acne turns into peaches and cream 
and any number of allergies disappear. 


And now, Your Honor, the point of all of this: 


Most people won't stick with the plan. In fact, most people 
won't even try it, 
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And here's the conclusion: 


Think about it, if you can't handle your craving for 
hamburgers or ice cream or candy bars or beer or cigarettes or 
whatever, what in Hell are you doing sending people to prison 
for not being able to handle heroin or cocaine? 


It is nauseating as hell to see the self-righteous hypocrites 
despising and discounting and violently persecuting the poor 
junkies and coke-freaks, when most of them can't even handle 
their fat and sugar intake. Let him who is free from 
obsessive/compulsive behavior cast the first stone. 


We are a diverse people, both physically and mentally, our 
survival as a species depends on it. Most of the worst aspects 
of the world today are the result of attempts to force those of 
us on the extremes of the bell-curve into the sort of 
Procrustean bed that lops off our differences and stretches us 
into shapes we didn't choose 

One of the Old People explained it to me this way: "We had 
to have really obese people among us; their talent was to 
somehow weight three times as much as anybody else, on the 
same diet. We never did figure out how they could do that. We 
spied on them and they weren't sneaking extra food. It's a 
great mystery, but it's also a blessing, since they had to have 
great strength too or they wouldn't have been able to survive 
in our lifestyle, carrying all their own extra weight. When a 
tree or a boulder would fall on somebody or a bear would 
come, they would have the great strength to protect and help 
the people. We didn't have couches or automobiles or 
wheelchairs or television, so these people never did get so fat 
they couldn't get around, and the normal life we led kept them 
well-exercised and strong. 

"We needed very small people to do things only very small 
people could do. Some of these things were tasks we would 
rather not entrust to a child, so some of us remained very small 
all of their lives. You Wasichu would be a lot less crazy and 
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dangerous and you would treat your own different-people 
better if only you hadn't lost the center of things. You forgot 
who is looking back through those other eyes." 





One time when I was around seventeen, | was spending the 
summer in southern Oklahoma helping to provide "Daily 
Vacation Bible School" activities for some kids who lived way 
out in the country, literally miles from the nearest paved road. 
Two of the communities I visited, each of them for over a 
week, were not on any road at all, but were reached on 
horseback. One was exclusively black, the other white. Many 
years later, one winter night in North Dakota, the DJ at the 
cowboy bar asked "every person who ever got paid for doing 
a job that included riding a horse" to "stand out on the dance- 
floor." Out of around 250 customers, all dressed in 
westernwear, there were about two dozen ranchers and rodeo- 
riders, a mounted cop and me. It felt good. 

I had been preaching and teaching Sunday School and 
providing the music for different church groups, including my 
own home church, since I was around twelve. I had the 
explanations down pat; I was young enough to be completely 
sincere; I was perfect for the job. After satisfactorily 
completing all of my previous assignments, 1 was moved on 
into town where the head Missionary-Ladies lived. 

One of the girls in the little community obviously liked me 
and I was quickly totally smitten. She was very pretty and soft- 
spoken, with blonde hair and green eyes. As we walked 
together to her house from the church service one hot summer 
Sunday evening, she took my hand and held hands with me 
until we arrived at her house. I was in ecstasy. We discovered 
we knew all of the more popular religious duets of the time 
and began to perform these together in the local Pentecostal 
Church. I was lost in love. 

This wonderful state of affairs lasted for all of about two 
weeks. I was actually almost a year younger than she was, 
painfully shy and awkward myself and inexperienced in 
matters of the heart, without even the first idea of how to carry 
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things any further, even so far as a kiss, so after two weeks of 
holding hands and singing in church and looking soulfully into 
each other's eyes, she began to tire of my company. Soon I 
found myself listening to the first in a long line of heartfelt 
renditions of that traditional old favorite, "I don't think of you 
that way; I just wanna be your friend." 

I was obliterated. 

It was obvious to me that if you held somebody's hand it 
meant you really loved them. | felt criminally betrayed. To me, 
the tragedy was nothing short of Shakespearian. 

Mumbling and stammering, I confided my sincere but 
callow heartbreak to the two maiden-lady missionaries who 
were in charge of the program in my area. 

A few days later I was told that I could return home early 
if | wanted to, since they had found out they had more people 
than they needed at that time, through some sort of error in 
planning. I was glad to do so in my depressed state, not at all 
suspecting what had happened. 

Many years later, I met one of the people from that church 
while I was passing through the area in my travels. He 
confided that the two missionary ladies, in conference with the 
minister from my home church, had concluded, without 
consulting me at all, that the young lady and 1 had been 
fornicating. Further, also without confronting or consulting 
me at all, the minister had told the parents of all the teen-age 
girls in our church back home that 1 had been having sex with 
a girl from the rural church and to govern their daughter's 
social life accordingly. 

When I first heard this, | became momentarily very angry, 
then I got really amused. Things about that summer that had 
puzzled and confused me for years suddenly made complete 
sense: whispers and side-long glances, odd comments and 
gestures, inexplicable sudden interest from some girls, 
repugnance from others. 

You can literally be bogged down with facts about a 
matter, all of them true, but when you finally find “THE 
TRUTH," it makes you free. 
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It also follows that no matter how true something may be, 
if it can't make you free, it isn't "THE TRUTH." 





I once heard Werner Erhard say that health is a function of 
participation. That was knotty enough to stick with me so that 
when one of the Medicine People helped me see patterns and 
relationships more clearly, I began to understand what he 
meant. It's vaguely analogous to the statement you hear so 
often, "As above, so below," and also "With the measure ye 
mete, so will it be meted unto you." 


Our primary patterns balance, in and out, up and down, 
behind and before. 





Most of us forget their life is based on symbiosis. How 
aware are you of your symbionts? 

As an example, the human digestive system is populated by 
zillions of little hard-working tenants, microscopic acidophilus 
critters of all sorts and other little life-forms. 

Is your tummy a slum? 





We tend to think in generalities and easily-filled categories. 
We know that no two beagles are exactly alike and that every 
person is different. We are usually unaware that no two 
acidophilus bacilli are identical. If something as passive and 
inanimate as a snowflake is necessarily unique, I guarantee you 
your symbionts are individuals. 

Ifit's alive, it has some form of aims and desires, some form 
of investment in the outcome, so it will have some way of 
interacting with its living environment 


You don't actually eat for your own sustenance to any 
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great extent anyway. You wouldn't survive for very long at all, 
attempting to directly digest your food. Most of your fuel and 
self-rebuilding material comes from the waste products and 
by-products of your symbionts. After all, that's what symbiosis 
is all about. You eat your food, masticate it and salivate it, and 
down it goes. Your symbionts live and breed in the acidic sea 
inside you. What you eat must nourish them in such a way as 
to cause them to provide you with the products you need. This 
symbiosis is older than mankind. These little acidophilus folks 
have been evolving with us for all of these eons. Doesn't it 
perhaps follow that they might have some way of influencing 
our eating habits? 

Since we both feed, and get our sustenance from, the ocean 
where this inner-sea-life lives, doesn't it follow that 
information and response might flow to some extent in both 
directions? 

That craving for chocolate? For sweets in general? 
"Addictions" to certain foods? Maybe your little 
passengers/citizens/employees are biochemically tweaking 
your steering wheel. 


Maybe you could train them. Gives "self-discipline" a 
whole new perspective. 


Each diet has its own unique gastric soup, further modified 
by those substances we continually add and extract, which in 
tum are strongly influenced by our physical and mental habits 
and emotional climate 

Add a lot of strange, newly synthesized or discovered 
chemical products to this brew and 1 suspect you will see new 
diseases and functional breakdowns and genetic failures 
multiply. I am not particularly referring to those substances 
currently being labeled "illegal drugs," since most of them are 
either derived from well-known natural sources or are 
synthesized from a nature-derived template. I'm more 
specifically referring to all the highly exotic artificial colors, 
flavors and preservatives and pharmaceutical products, 
headache remedies, artificial sweeteners and the like: all the 
things that we didn't evolve with; all the new kids on the block, 
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biochemically speaking. It seems to me that there's a danger 
that if it fools your eyes or your nose or your tongue, it just 
may fool your liver or your kidneys or your pancreas. 





As Mungwe says, all of the poison in our society, our air, 
our water, our bodies and our minds is there because we have 
dismally failed the test called "money." 





As a very good friend of mine once philosophized from the 
saddle of his old Harley Hog, "It ain't a good idea to dick 
around with somethin' you don't understand, when your life is 
hangin’ from it." 





Speaking of biochemistry, | once asked the trickster why 
so many women have some form of "PMS" and what purpose 
it could possibly fulfill, He laughed and told me it was a carry- 
over from the early days, an important pro-species-survival 
mechanism. According to him, if a couple don't produce 
offspring pretty soon, PMS helps them to disengage to try 
again with somebody else, He said one aspect of the pattern is 
the tendency to brood over negative things from previous 
onsets. This tends to build and snowball until something 
breaks. If the female gets pregnant, the PMS-free nine month 
gestation period tends to suffice to bond them together. 
Noting the tremendous upswing in divorces following the 
availability of effective birth control: "Could be; makes sense 
to me." 





If all this talk about gastric soup and internal organs makes 
you slightly queasy, maybe you are avoiding the truth about 
being a living, organic, mortal being. This is fairly common 
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these days. If you would prefer a world-view that conveniently 
denies this aspect in favor of a theory of life as a nice, clean, 
non-organic, semi-stainless-steel/plastic "spiritual" being, 
consult your local purveyors of organized religion. 





I still harbor a certain amount of resentment toward the 
local churches for deliberately deceiving me about the doctrine 
and practices of the other world religions when | was young 
and gullible. As a child and as a youth, I was curious about 
Buddhism and Hinduism and Taoism. The explanations given 
to me by clergy and Christian literature, even by missionaries 
who had spent years living among the people of these 
religions, always represented their doctrine as ignorant twisted 
superstition and their adherents as benighted idiots. I was told 
that "Taoists" believe that there is a God in every tree, 
butterfly and pebble, a belief quickly dismissed as "animism." 
Years later, | was to find the superb sanity of the Tao Te 
Ching to say no such thing, and to understand that the main 
tenet of the Christian religion is a list of all the things "God" is 
“not,” the first principle of Christian doctrine being separation 
from God. 

Any actual living experience of eternity/infinity (rather than 
the convoluted mind-games currently passing for theology) 
instantly shows many of the teachings of these other systems 
to be much closer to the mark than the bankrupt dogma 
currently masquerading as the teachings of Christ. 


eS een | ERE 


According to my old friend, Mungwe, many of the 
inadequacies, excesses and failures of religion can be traced to 
what he calls, "the Moses Effect." In the story, as I'm sure you 
will recall, Moses goes up "on the mountain," meets God (who 
is called 1 AM), (think about that for a minute), finds himself 
unable or unwilling to sustain the high, selfless state of total 
responsibility that results and "comes back down the 
mountain." As usual in such cases, the Initiate is appalled to 
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consider what would happen to him in the cutthroat 
competition of ordinary human society if he were to retain that 
high, totally altruistic state, so a big part of the pracess of 
"coming down" consists of trying to find ways to use the Holy 
Vision to somehow gain an advantage for himself or his 
group. 

Realizing that he won't be able to retain the vision, Moses 
extracts from the experience a set of rules to live by. 

Here's where the Moses Effect appears: 

Instead of carefully, reverently, scrupulously obeying and 
following those rules himself, Moses begins to teach them to 
others and demand that they obey them. 

One of his first acts after coming down the mountain is to 
grievously break the commandments in his righteous zeal to 
punish others for disobeying them, even though they had not 
yet even heard of them. 

Sound familiar? 





Every kid, at some time, notices that GOD spelled 
backwards is DOG. I was still very young when I also noticed 
that, for many people, GOD and DOG were somehow like 
extremes on a continuum, with mankind somewhere in the 
middle. 

Now, I have come to see Mankind as God's Dog: a big, 
shaggy, mangy, smelly dog, who has pissed on the carpet, shat 
on the furniture, shredded all the clothes and shoes in the 
closet and broken into the fridge and eaten all the food. He 
stands before his betrayed master, managing to simultaneously 
grovel in guilty fear and wag his tail in vain conceit. At his feet 
lie the murdered carcasses of the other family pets, offered in 
sacrifice. In his eyes burns the fanatical light of utter, adoring 
devotion and total, stone-blind, pig-headed, stubborn refusal 
to change. 





WOOF! WOOF! AROOOOOO 00000000 
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ENTER: THE TONGUE 
(IN A SINISTER MANNER) 


Mungwe and I sat on the old wooden porch swing at a 
friend's house in Durango, sipping tea and lemon from tall 
frosted glasses. He was swinging his feet back and forth like a 
litile kid. He turned to me and asked, "At what point did the 
people become separated from each other? Where is the cross 
where the Spirit of Man is fixed, powerless to heal the world?" 

About a week before, we had been hiking over the hot, 
dusty ridgetop between Rock Creek Canyon and Sand 
Canyon, with Hermano Peak on Sleeping Ute Mountain 
looming above us, just northeast of Battle Rock, and had 
stopped for a rest and a drink from our canteens, when we got 
into a discussion about humanity's lost condition. I had asked 
Mungwe those same questions that afternoon. He just said, 
"Some questions go better with iced tea," and took off down 
the trail 

I looked down at the frosty drink in my hand and chuckled. 
"Okay, give,” I said. 

"My people have a teaching story for the children, to help 
them explain," he said, "I'll tell it to you, but I'll use your 
cultural symbols instead of mine." 

"In the old days, before languages, there were just Adam 
and Eve. Every man was Adam and every woman was Eve. 
Nakedness was natural, as with oneself in the bath. 

"Then came names. 

"There had always been ‘not-me' in the world, but with 
names, ‘not-me! became lodged in a certain part of the brain. 

"Once there were names, everything began to acquire a 
name. Then abstract things, different kinds of weather, classes 
of smells and even moods began to be described by names. 
there soon were names for categories of things, like ‘tree' and 
‘rock’, that connected separate, different objects by their 
similarities. 

“Powerful magic indeed. 

Then came names for relationships between people and 
things, duties and privileges, skills and failings. 
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"Eventually, even reasons for behaving in certain ways 
became categorized and named, rationalized, justified and 
explained. The trap was now set. 

"The Old Ones say that Man's place in the scheme of things 
is to provide the connection with all the life of this living 
Planet and to connect this, Man's larger life, with the life of 
this Star-System and the life of the other systems. 

"Since we lost our integrity, we have become the barrier 
instead of the connection. By denying our true nature we 
became divided inside ourselves, which then further divides us 
from all others. We have forgotten who we are. The Old Ones 
say we are Star-Stuff, flung out in love and curiosity to cool 
and solidify and eventually reflect and absorb and feed from 
the light of our source. They recognize the underlying reality 
of an eternal Perfect Human, the source of the life-experience 
and being of all humans, wherever humans appear in time and 
space, analogous to what the Christians call the Christ, 
although the Old Ones, of course, don't use that terminology. 
They also recognize a Spirit of Cat, and Wolf, and Fish, and 
each kind of Tree, and so on. They recognize a living Spirit of 
all Earth-Life, a Spirit of the infinite pairs of opposites, and the 
Great Spirit, which includes and encompasses all of this, the 
limitless everything/nothing. 

"The great error of the P’hana religion is not the deification 
and glorification of the body and person of their Jesus, it's their 
de-deification and de-glorification of all of the Great Spirit's 
other manifestations. By making him a different kind of being 
from other humans, they mock what he did and who he was. 
The great irony is their attempt to promote Oneness with God 
and the Holy Spirit and the Kingdom of Heaven while still 
holding so fearfully onto their experience of materialism and 
separation that they will discount, punish or kill anyone who 
threatens it. 

“Yeshua said ‘the Serpent is the Tongue’; that's the key to 
understanding the problem. The trap is set when language 
becomes entrenched in a certain part of the brain. Eventually 
each of us, within the Garden of Childhood, is tempted, tested, 
and fails. 

"It's obvious to each of us that in order to speak a 
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language, one must learn at least a little of that language and 
become programmed by it. Where it goes, upon being learned, 
is that same certain part of the brain. What is not necessarily 
s0 apparent is that in order to speak, the physical control of the 
breathing must be relinquished and passed over to that same 
particular now-verbally-programmed part of the brain. 

"In fact, up until this happened, there was no control of the 
breathing; one was the breathing. There was no conflict, so 
there was no separation." 





"If you ask somebody, "Who are you?" You will usually be 
given a name, a word. 

"If you pry further, you will probably be told a verbal 
description, from the memory. 

“Most people hold themselves to be both their bodies and 
their identities from the contents of their memories, as if this 
were not contradictory or as if the small part of the brain 
where language resides were the whole brain or the whole 
being. 

"The strangle-hold, the latch of the trap, the Cross, where 
our fate hangs suspended, is the control of the life of the body 
through the control of the breathing by the "self," which is no 
more than an aberrated part of the functioning of the small part 
of the brain where language resides." 





"Isn't it ironic that the Christians don't understand the great 
clue in their Bible, where their old Satan is called ‘The Prince 
of the Power of the Air’." 
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Instructions and Warning 
On a Very Old Brass Plate 
On the Wooden Towel Rack in the Men's Room 
of a Cafe in a Small Town in Central Oregon 
(I swear this is true, as Dave Barry 
says, "I'm not making this up.") 


1, PULL TOWEL DOWN GENTLY 
WITH BOTH HANDS 


2. WIPE HANDS AND FACE 


WARNING! 

DO NOT ATTEMPT TO HANG FROM TOWEL 
OR INSERT YOUR HEAD IN THE TOWEL LOOP 
FAILURE TO FOLLOW THESE SIMPLE 
INSTRUCTIONS 
CAN BE HARMFUL OR INJURIOUS! 


These next two short sections seem to be really hard for 
most folks to wade through, so feel free to skip them, although 
they do contain one or more of the main clues to the puzzle 


Some years back, in Toronto, Canada, I met a master 
Qabalist, a student of the ancient Hebrew symbolic 
letter/number system. One cold Canadian winter afternoon he 
explained some basics to me. 

"Since you don't know Hebrew, I'm going to use the 
equivalent Roman letters in this explanation, Pete. The letters: 
YHVH, usually misread as “Jehovah' or ‘Yahweh’, represent 
the idea: Descending Life/Receiving Life or perhaps 
Contracting Life/Expanding Life or Fire Life/Water Life. This 
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tetragrammation is understood to represent a kind of 
peristalsis/diastalsis, the Heartbeat of the Cosmos. It's not a 
word, and shouldn't be pronounced. It's more of a formula, 
like E=mc2 

"The name rendered as ‘Jesus’ in the New Testament of the 
Christian Bible, the same name rendered as ‘Joshua’ in their 
Old Testament, is spelled YHSVH. The ‘S', or ‘Sheer’, 
represents the breath. The name misread as Jesus’ consists of 
the formula for the movement of the Universe with the added 
character for the breath in the middle. The name YHSVH 
means something like ‘The Breath of God' or ‘God Breathing 
Someone’ 

“If God is breathing you, there is Christ." 





“If the Old Serpent, the Liar, the Word-Mind, has his 
death-grip on your breathing process, holding the power of 
your air, you are at his mercy, ruled by fear and anxiety. 

“The who-you-are that can be contained and expressed by 
words dies with the body and the brain. Intuitive knowledge 
of this situation, suppressed by the conditioned mind, layered 
over with fear of annihilation, gives rise to all sorts of strange, 
contradictory theories of an afterlife where the self can remain 
individual and separate and, as time goes on, leads to denial of 
death and resistance to transformation." 


sept a fies! 
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Chapter Three 


"It is far better to have an honorable enemy 
than a disloyal friend." 
-Don José, 


"You can fool some of the people all of the time 
and you can fool all of the people 
some of the time, 
but you can't fool all of the people 
all of the time." 
-A. Lincoln 


"You don't have to fool all of the people 
all of the time; 
you just have to fool a lot of the people 
every four years." 
-W. Rogers 


As the years pass and political fads and fancies shift and 
shuffle, the words "liberal" and "conservative" keep being 
redefined 

"Conservatives" nowadays mostly advocate using the 
power of government and the police to force their largely 
religious ideas of propriety on others. My dictionary defines 
this as "fascism" or "tyranny." The fasces, the source of the 
term "fascism," is to be found on the obverse side of the older 
American dime, the winged-liberty version, often called the 
“Mercury” dime. The fasces is a battle- axe made from flimsy 
little sticks, all bound together by iron bands. The idea is that 
if a lot of puny, semi-powerless, insignificant, misguided little 
people are bound together by the iron bands of police and 
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military power, something great and meaningful can be 
accomplished. Needless to say, those who are gripping the 
handle of the axe are the ones who decide what is meaningful 
and what is not. Ultimately, it turns out that what they want is 
valid and what you want is not, unless you are either gullible 
enough or cunning and corrupt enough to agree with them. 


On the other hand, "liberal" has come to mean somebody 
who tries to fix things and, through folly, ineptitude or 
venality, makes things much worse. 

So, in the light of these definitions, it should be obvious 
that gun control, as practiced in many major American 
population centers, is a liberal idea. The liberal accepts the 
premise that the only purpose of a handgun, for instance, is to 
kill people, so the liberal wants to ban all handguns. This 
seems to be a simple solution to a clear problem. 

The truth, in the real world, is that the main purpose and 
use of the great majority of handguns is exactly the opposite: 
to protect and save innocent lives. 

Violent criminals use guns, too, since they are available, 
but violent criminals don't need guns, they can rob or kill you 
with a knife or a piece of pipe or a baseball bat or even a rock 
or their bare hands. On the other hand, about the only possible 
means of self-defense against this kind of threat is a handgun. 
The advent of the handgun introduced the first effective means 
for a small, weak or old person to provide self-protection from 
violence and criminal predation. The early Colts weren't called 
"Peacemakers" for nothing. Americans of the last century 
called small handguns "equalizers." 

The violent criminal is overjoyed to have the forces of Law 
and Order remove his main fear and deterrent, the armed 
citizen, from society. This has resulted in unprecedented levels 
of violent crime in all of the American cities with handgun 
bans. 


Beyond any doubt, an even more tragic and ill-advised 
example of this kind of self-defeating thinking is embodied in 
today's "Drug War," the Viet Nam War of social 
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experimentation, the Somalia of law enforcement, America's 
latest waltz with violent bigotry, where non-addictive common 
hemp is selectively, hypocritically, labeled a "drug" and far 
more dangerous substances like alcohol and tobacco are not, 
but since the waging of this war is itself, by definition, a form 
of fascism and tyranny, it is thought to be a "conservative" 
idea 

If general abhorrence toward chemical and herbal alterants 
of mood and consciousness were simply an idea whose time 
had come, alcohol, tobacco, caffeine and most patent pain- 
killers would also be under a legal ban, along with all of the 
Prozac, Demerol and other strong pharmaceuticals. There is 
little doubt that the "Drug-Free America" the conservatives 
and the religious right long for is not to be Marlboro-free, 
Coors-free, Jack Daniels-free, Tylenol-free or Folgers-free. 
Thus, the "Drug War" is shown to be based on a combination 
of misinformation produced by special interest groups and 
pure self-righteous hypocrisy, stemming from the same 
emotional, illogical inner sources as racism and religious 
bigotry. Obviously, the so-called War on Drugs is really a war 
against certain life-styles disapproved of by many of those in 
positions of authority, of wealth and power, supported by a 
propagandized public, pandered to by the communications 
media. It is in fact a war against the individual right to choose 
unpopular, possibly unhealthy, alternatives for oneself. 

The government of the United States has been promoting 
for over sixty years the idea that "marijuana" use is equivalent 
to complete moral degeneracy, in a class with child 
molestation, patricide and self-mutilation. Meanwhile that 
same government subsidizes the tobacco industry and winks 
conspiratorially at the high incidence of alcoholism among its 
own officers and law enforcement personnel. This injustice is 
so deep, so evil, so ingrained, that it is taken for granted that 
it will continue forever, locked in stone. 

A little honest research quickly shows that the waging of 
the drug war has in every way worsened every aspect of the 
problems connected with drug use and has generated all the 
usual official corruption, violent crime and economic 
disjunction historically produced by Prohibition. I guess this 
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qualifies it as a "liberal" idea. 

The fact that those in power in this country, right up to and 
including our totally politicized, packed, suborned Supreme 
Court, don’t seem to see the monumental injustice represented 
by prisons packed with pot-smokers seems reminiscent of the 
Dred Scott decision and the Salem Witch Trials until you look 
a little closer. 

The Drug War does accomplish one very large role in our 
society that is far too rarely considered: it provides price 
supports for the cocaine and heroin and methamphetamine 
cartels 


When I was a kid, living for a while in Oklahoma, this 
pattern was referred to as "The Baptists and the Bootleggers." 
When the rest of the country repealed Prohibition, Oklahoma 
didn't. The bootleggers would donate large sums of money to 
the churches right before every major election, earmarked "To 
Promote Temperance," which was MealyMouth for total 
abstinence. Some of this treasure made it into the coffers of 
the local legislators, who would continue to vote against 
repeal. What the Hell, they could always get a drink. In fact 
anybody could, even a ten-year-old kid, just by calling any of 
the numbers listed right in the yellow pages. It was delivered 
right to the door and no questions asked. When one of the 
boys made the arrest lists in the paper, it was understood that 
he had either failed to pay off the law properly or had been 
taken down at the behest of competitors with more clout and 
grease, 

I see the same sleazy game being played in the War on 
Drugs, except that the penalties are immeasurably worse and 
so is the damage done to everyone, including the impending 
loss of our individual freedom 





I remember the time George Bush was asked why pot- 
smokers were still being hounded, now that it was accepted 
science that pot was less dangerous than tobacco or alcohol. 
George said we already had enough of "these kinds of things." 
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Sorry, Mr. B., the Constitution guarantees us that nobody, 
not even the President, can make that kind of decision in our 
lives. No matter how much George hates broccoli, as long as 
I'm not stealing the vegetables out of anybody's garden, my 
dinner is none of his damned business. 





One of my buddies says that to call this a "Drug War" is 
like calling the Holocaust a "War on Kosher Food." 





The last time I drove east, toward the coast, I noticed a big 
white sign near Broken Arrow, Oklahoma, reading: 


"STUDENTS AND CITIZENS AGAINST ALCOHOL 
AND DRUGS 
WORKING TO CREATE A DRUG-FREE SOCIETY 
IN THEIR GENERATION" 


Notice it didn't say an alcohol-free society? 


Few people want to try again to ban alcohol; too many 
people remember what happened during Prohibition: the 
crime, violence, corruption and widespread poverty...or do 
they? 

If we had learned the lesson, would we be doomed to 
repeat it, over and over again? 

Notice that it didn't even imply a tobacco-free society 
Now, years later, the tobacco-merchants are under fire from 
every direction, although still subsidized by the federal 
government. Mister Clinton and his gang from both parties 
couldn't pass up the chance to play Daddy to us and pass more 
convoluted, obscure legislation, full of loopholes and diddle 
factors, allowing the further fatal nibbling-away of our 
embattled rights as citizens to make our own choices. 


2. 
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If you wonder why the results of the current attempt at 
Prohibition seem to be so much worse than those of the last 
‘one in so many ways, consider that during Prohibition a drink 
didn't cost a week's wages and the cops and politicians and the 
legislators weren't all publicly indulging in an alternative 
addictive intoxicant. 

In fact, it's pretty easy to obtain the evidence that Carrie 
Nations and the W.C.T.U. didn't expend much energy trying 
to get hemp prohibited because it was known to cause an 
opposite effect to alcohol's typical familial violence and abuse, 
which was their main concern. 





“Drug-abusers" serve the modern American power- 
addicted elite in the same sort of way "Jews" and "Gypsies" 
and "lesser races" served Hitler and his minions . . . as 
attention-diverters, scapegoats and sacrificial victims. The 
human drives that fuel the Drug War are bigotry, prejudice, 
intolerance, and the willingness to engage in violent 
persecution. Over and over, throughout human history, 
people's avid willingness to hate, despise and persecute those 
who are different has often provided the glue to hold a corrupt 
society together. 

How bad the situation will finally get is pretty well up to 
you. If you are one of the lucky few, the rich and famous, isn't 
it about time for you to develop a little courage and honor and 
speak up? If the tide isn't turned soon, it will be out of all of 
our hands and beyond redemption. If it isn’t already. 





Since the violent persecution of Blacks and Jews and Gays 
is finally recognized to be wrong and the "Communist 
Menace" seems to have lost its power to divert public 
attention from legislative incompetence and corruption, the 
Drug War has been escalated to fill the void; no matter that the 
American dream of personal liberty has been the first 
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casualty. 





I doubt that a scam as self-defeating and dishonorable as 
the Drug War could ever have been perpetrated without the 
collusion of the local apostate religionists. Most churchians, 
with their mandate to fix everybody else, viewing all others as 
just so much Hell-bound trash (unless we are "saved," by 
becoming like them), have always found it very easy to 
persecute, prosecute, coerce and even kill those they disagree 
with. Even the most obviously immoral, unprincipled leaders 
find that if they claim to be religious they have a ready-made 
army of volunteers at their beck-and-call to oppress "sinners" 
and to support legislation that makes such oppression the law 
of the land. George Bush, who elevated mealy-mouthed 
insincerity to heights undreamed-of by his lofty predecessors, 
was an excellent example of this, but his record pales into 
insignificance in the light of his immediate successor's. 

Mungwe says the set-in-concrete certainty the Christians 
call “faith” is their greatest sin, the source of all their 
trespasses and excesses. 

"True believers of every stripe conveniently forget that to 
worship one's own limited, necessarily faulty, comprehension 
of the divine is, by definition, blasphemy. To use such a 
subjective, partial, aberrated understanding to rationalize and 
justify the imprisonment and impoverishment of people of a 
different life-style is a crime against humanity and has no 
legitimate place in a free society. 

“Real faith isn't holding onto a creed or story or 
explanation, but rather the ability to release and relinquish all 
such no-longer-needed verbal/logical armor in an act of trust, 
the Great Spirit breathing one, the separate self no longer 
separate." 





“Just as those in positions of power are using the tragedy 
of widespread addiction-to-something to separate the people 
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and keep their attention off the real issues, the self-righteous 
always concentrate on the sins of others to keep their attention 
off their own." 





In the years since those long talks on the mesas and in the 
canyons, I have re-studied the different versions of the Bible 
to try to find a legitimate source for the near-universally 
perceived mandate for Christians to imprison and persecute 
addicts and heads and pot-smokers. Not only did I find no 
such mandate, I couldn't find even a hint of permission for 
such behavior. In fact, I found over a dozen places where such 
persecution is expressly forbidden. Nevertheless I challenge 
you to find me even one traditionally-"Christian" voice 
speaking out against the drug war. 

There is a vast gulf between Jesus' commandment to offer 
the other cheek to one who physically strikes you and the 
current "Christian" willingness to imprison people and take 
away their jobs, homes and children for no worse trespass than 
to prefer pot to alcohol as a social lubricant. 


It can't be accidental that certain obvious truths are being 
carefully ignored in the waging of this conflict. The word 
"drugs" itself is at the root of the dishonesty. Back when I was 
a child, it was a rare day when I didn't hear some adult or 
another use the word "nigger." As I understand it, the word 
meant "a person of diminished value, without normal human 
rights, deserving little respect, because of his or her African 
ancestry." The same kind of garbage logic that created such a 
usage, along with all the terrible damage that resulted, is at 
work behind the use of the word, "drugs." 

The term, "drugs" doesn't officially include the two most 
dangerous, deadly, personally and socially disruptive addictive 
substances in our society, since they are legal and protected by 
strong lobbies and constituencies. Even though the tobacco 
industry is presently besieged financially by money-hungry 
state governments, the favorite addictive poisons of the 
legislators and lobbyists are still not referred to as "drugs." 
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Those who produce, market and advertise alcohol and tobacco 
are not considered criminals or enemies to society even though 
the products they vigorously peddle serve to kill over a half a 
million Americans every single year. Thanks to the collusion 
of certain of our elected officials and the tobacco lobby, our 
tax dollars are being used to promote tobacco addiction in the 
less-developed countries, informing mere children that to 
smoke tobacco is to be more "American." And, no, I'm not in 
favor of stricter laws against tobacco use, since I think 
paternalistic condescending laws are far more dangerous than 
tobacco 

Meanwhile, over a half a million years of human life have 
already been spent in American prisons for marijuana 
infractions alone. 

If T could wave a wand and make just one small change in 
the way the media relates to this problem, it would be for them 
to renounce the use of the buzz-word, "drugs," and begin to 
name the substances for what they are. Call cocaine: cocaine; 
call heroin: heroin, etc. When there's a legitimate news story 
regarding any psychoactive substance, identify it by name, the 
same way we relate to and report damage done by alcohol and 
tobacco. Quit lumping very different things together just to 
satisfy and confirm the bigotry and fuzzy thinking of the worst 
of the viewers. 

Marijuana is not actually, by definition, a drug, but rather 
an herb. It isn't an intoxicant, a potential poison, like all the 
others (even including coffee), but a euphoriant. It doesn't 
belong in a group with all of the addictive poisons. It is not 
processed, fermented, concentrated or altered in any way, but 
is used just the way it comes off the plant, just the way it 
grows out of the ground, just the way nature and the Great 
Spirit provide it. "Marijuana" is, in fact, a made-up word that 
was coined to hide the fact that the government was passing a 
law against something everybody at the time knew was 
harmless, a common crop all over the world, plain old hemp, 
the same hemp that had been used throughout human history 
for making rope and paper and cloth, the seed oil being utilized 
for food and fuel since prehistoric times. Hemp is not addictive 
and is only habit-forming in the sense that those who like it 
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continue to consume it, like chocolate or broccoli or 
cauliflower or corndogs. This society, through its laws, is 
saying, "If you want to use a mood alterant, a consciousness 
modifier, you must not use relatively safe, non-addictive hemp, 
but it's okay to use alcohol, one of the most poisonous, 
addictive, socially disruptive substances known to man." This 
is equivalent to saying, "If you want a pick-me-up, you mustn't 
use coffee, but it's okay to snort cocaine or 
methamphetamine." 

Nothing short of total insanity, unless you recall that 
billions of dollars in profits are being protected by this 
practice. 

The Federal Government of the Land of the Free is telling 
me that if I want to chemically alter my consciousness, I can 
do so, but only with Tobacco or Alcohol. If 1 choose a less 
dangerous alternative, | can lose my job, my home and my 
children and be imprisoned with rapists, murderers and 
thieves. 

Every time you hear the term, "drugs and alcohol," you've 
heard a lie. It's like saying, "dogs and beagles" or "coins and 
dimes," which would be silly and more than a little funny, if 
people weren't having their freedom, property and loved ones 
taken away by policemen and legislators who sometimes drive 
drunk. 





The effects of any psychoactive substance vary according 
to the individual biochemistry and predilections of the 
consumer. Both hemp and alcohol have been used for 
thousands of years in many cultures around the world. 
Although alcohol is well known as an instigator of violent, 
irrational and irresponsible behavior, often including insane 
brutality toward spouses, children and innocent strangers, 
hemp has been known for centuries as a calming, stress- 
relieving influence. 

If you read the government-approved literature on the 
subject, you'll find stories about things like how the assassins 
got their name from smoking and eating hashish before they 
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went out to murder people. If you have ever been around 
people who have smoked or eaten hashish or if you have 
experienced it for yourself, you undoubtedly know how 
ludicrous this is. 

Even the venerable reference, Partridge's Dictionary of 
Slang, lists "hemp" as a slang word for marijuana. It says, 
"This drug is extracted from a plant resembling hemp." This 
shows how deep this kind of misinformation can reach when 
it's sponsored by the government of a major world power. 

I suspect that a lot of the awful senseless destructiveness 
increasingly plaguing the inner city ghettos stems as much 
from the removal of this stress-relieving safety valve as it does 
from the crack wars between gangs and such. Due to the 
efforts of Reagan and Bush and their conservative 
compatriots, continued with even more self-righteous fervor 
by the Clintonoids, hemp is now very expensive and often 
unavailable while heroin and cocaine are more easily obtained 
than ever, in higher concentrations, at lower prices. 

There have been a few horror stories in the press, over the 
years, about appalling crimes being done by those who have 
smoked pot. So far, every one I have been able to track down 
as more than pure fable has proved to be a case where alcohol 
was used in large quantities with the pot. 

Marijuana is not a strong drug and its calming effects are 
easily overpowered by the character-destroying consequences 
of drunkenness 

I like a bit of wine from time to time, myself, but I am 
careful not to overdo it. 1 have been really drunk a few times 
when I was younger and I know the difference. I have also had 
friends who simply could not stop once they had begun and | 
have seen some of the terrible damage people have done while 
drunk, Alcohol intoxication brings out the worst in us. 

On the other hand, marijuana often helps the mind to 
magnify and concentrate the attention. It can sometimes 
enhance the ability to intuitively clear up misconceptions and 
see past mental blocks. In doing so, sometimes it allows deeply 
blocked information to surface, which can on rare occasions 
cause a strong panic reaction in neophytes to the experience. 
When compared to the potential for violence and death 
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represented by alcohol and tobacco, the occasional episode of 
irrational fear from a new user of pot gets far more than its 
share of attention. If properly addressed, such episodes often 
provide enough insight to free the person from delusions and 
prejudice. 

The propaganda mills and producers of pseudoscientific 
research supported by millions of dollars worth of government 
grants have said that the marijuana now available in this 
country is something like ten times stronger than that of 
twenty years ago. Every single pot smoker in the country 
knows this is a total lie. The joke is: even if it were true, it 
would make no difference at all, since a person will use just 
enough to get the desired effect and no more anyway, what the 
medical journals call "self-titration." The same sources claim 
that hemp is much more carcinogenic than tobacco. This is 
also clearly a lie, in the light of later studies from more 
reputable sources, but once again, the technology to remove 
any potentially dangerous tars has been known for centuries: 
the hookah, the water-pipe, like the one the caterpillar smoked 
in “Alice.” 

The authorities would have you believe they are 
imprisoning people to protect them from the "dangers" of pot- 
smoking but they impose greater punishment if they possess a 
water-pipe to make it safer. 


The favorite method of consuming cannabis for Americans, 
before the legal ban, was to eat it, usually in the form of 
hashish confections. Remember the line about "Visions of 
sugarplums danced in their heads"? My grandmother's recipe 
book says one of the main ingredients of sugarplums, along 
with the sugar, plums and shredded coconut, was hashish 
This was considered fine for Christian families to give their 
kids in Christmas candy less than a hundred years ago. Any 
damage to the lungs of pot-smokers can be laid directly at the 
feet of the legislators who removed this safe alternative and 
keep it unavailable. 


It has occurred to me that some readers might not know 
that hashish is just the pollen and resin from the hemp plant, so 
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I thought I'd mention it here. 





Marijuana and Peyote are examples of what the Old Ones 
call "Water Spirits." The trickster explained this to me one day 
when I was musing aloud why hemp is called "pot." He said 
it was because the ancient word POT meant "moving 
water,""living water" or "water of life" in all of the old 
languages, as in the words: POTion, POTable, MesoPOTamia 
and hippoPOTamus. He said "peyote" is just the letters PO T 
in Spanish. He said that although the experiences of using 
hemp and peyote are quite different in many ways, both of 
these things open windows onto the waterspirit world. He 
explained that, just as we all share the water of the world, 
drinking it in, pissing and sweating it out again, around and 
around, just so we all share the Spirit of Life. 

"Sometimes experiences with these things can blow open 
the doors to psychic abilities, including the ability to connect 
with our own death and other lives, and occasionally, rarely, 
even a taste of eternity. This usually terrifies religious people, 
whose ‘faith’ consists of holding on to their belief in 
explanations and stories; explanations and stories, in fact, 
which were carefully created to shield and protect the believer 
from the transforming power of eternity and the Spirit of Life. 
When their windows fall open and they look out and these 
preconceptions aren't fulfilled, they become panic-stricken and 
immobilized by fear. As usual, in such cases, they not only 
reject the message, but also try to kill the messenger. 

"I suspect that this is actually one of the principal sources 
of their love for the Drug War." 


"Christians are not really seeking the Great Spirit or 
Eternal Truth; they are seeking a final, infinite, omnipotent 
Authority who can be cajoled and propitiated into granting 
them special treatment. When the water spirit shows them 
how corrupt and despicable this is, rather than listen to their 
consciences, they freak out and want to eradicate the hemp 
plant from the earth and sometimes want to kill or imprison 
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all the hippies." 





The people who so quickly and willingly accede to the 
impoverishment and imprisonment of "drug users" are those 
who tend to blindly follow authority. 

The Drug War has divided the citizenry into those who 
rebel against pompous authoritarianism and totalitarianism and 
are willing to try new things and find out the truth for 
themselves, and those who fear the unknown and are willing 
to visit evil on people who don't share their fears. 

Given the choice, I would rather have the people I love try 
drugs than for them to willingly cooperate with tyranny. 

The availability of alternate stimulants would be far less 
potentially dangerous to them in the long run than living in a 
police state. No matter how much will power or character you 
develop, you can't just quit a Stalin or Hitler like you can 
Camels . . . or Cocaine. 





The rich and famous have, in effect, a different set of laws 
to follow from those of the rest of us. It has been no great 
secret that a large percentage of our biggest media stars have 
consumed millions of dollars worth of heroin, cocaine, 
methamphetamines and such. The public library has dozens of 
books outlining this behavior in tedious detail, according to 
which they also regularly enjoy marijuana and hashish and 
occasionally trip on LSD or mushrooms or mescaline. Once in 
a while, one of them will make the headlines by being busted 
in some foreign country whose officials don't comprehend 
their untouchably lofty status, but they simply never suffer the 
hard time in prison reserved for ordinary mortals (except for 
David Crosby and a few others who practically demanded to 
be busted, and must have known what they were doing, since 
they seem to be better off for it). 

With the exception of Willie Nelson, few major stars have 
had the conscience or courage to speak out against the Drug 
War, which is at least a little bit easier to understand and 





64 


forgive in the light of what happened to Willie as a result. 

According to my admittedly unofficial sources, Willie had 
trusted some people to take care of some of his business and 
those folks had played sort of fast and loose with their figures, 
so Willie ended up owing the dreaded IRS whole bunches-full 
of money. Willie being the honorable and well-loved fellow he 
is, The IRS people said they would wait until he had a chance 
to settle up with the real culprits before they would require 
him to pay. Things continued like that for a while, then Willie, 
as usual, doing exactly whatever the hell he chooses, appeared 
on the cover of High Times, the pot- smokers' and Freedom- 
Fighters! magazine, endorsing Gatewood  Galbraith’s 
candidacy for Governor of Kentucky on a platform that 
included re-legitimatizing hemp as the important crop it 
always has been 

As soon as the magazine went into distribution, before it 
was even in the mailboxes of most of its subscribers or the 
magazine racks of the few stores with the guts to sell it, the 
IRS showed its true status as an arm of Big Brother and came 
down with both steel-soled jackboots, right on Willie, putting 
everything he owned, even his ancestral cabin, childhood 
treasures and guitars, up for public auction. 

If there had ever been any real integrity among the Rich and 
Famous among us, the Drug War would never have happened. 
If ten percent of them would come out and speak their 
consciences this year, the violent persecution could end and 
the financial motivation for sales to the young would 
disappear; the taxes from these things would support real 
rehabilitation; overdose deaths would virtually disappear; 
gangs and smuggling rings would dry up for lack of fuel, 
millions of dollars would stay in this country instead of 
bleeding the economy to death to support foreign dictators 
and terrorists; there would suddenly be ample space in prisons 
for thieves, rapists, murderers and such and the police could 
retire from their positions as feared enforcers and inquisitors 
and concentrate on being protectors and friends of the people 
again. 

Some of our Stars and Idols have died from messing with 
the hard stuff, the coke and the smack. The varying potency 
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and questionable purity of illegal supplies was responsible for 
a lot of these deaths, so it could be rationally concluded that in 
many cases, the Drug War, rather than the drugs themselves, 
killed them. 

Some of them were possibly murdered by administered 
overdoses, which eliminated them and simultaneously trashed 
their reputations, a plan whose neatness almost had to have 
appealed to the minds of despots like J. Edgar and his cronies 
and imitators. I suspect there is a high possibility that Bruce 
Lee and Bob Marley, among others, may have been eliminated 
for liking pot instead of Crown Royal or Jack Daniels, and 
don't forget Lennie Bruce. 


Some of our cultural heroes seemed to almost welcome 
oblivion, having found unlimited self-indulgence to be empty 
and unfulfilling, and lacking the personal worth and integrity it 
takes to seek a life of service or exploration. | have always 
thought that Elvis might still be alive today, perhaps even 
writing some great songs himself for a change, if he had 
experimented with LSD and marijuana instead of indulging in 
all the legal uppers and downers he got from a rogue 
physician. The hallucinogens and psychedelics sometimes 
open up the mind to new possibilities and personal insights. 
The legal stuff simply never does this, and is mostly addictive 
and potentially deadly. | find it brutally ironic that this rare and 
wonderful man died from the mental and physical dissipation 
brought on by such a terrible case of multiple drug abuse and 
apparently never broke a law doing so. 


eee 





Tt has been proven over and over that money spent on 
assisting people who are addicted to the hard stuff to handle 
the pain of voluntary withdrawal and rebuild their lives does a 
lot more good than money used to beef up the power of the- 
police and the capacity of the prisons. Some people simply 
can't stop and they will do whatever they have to do to get 
their stuff. It's a lot more wise and kind and productive to 
supply their needs through legally prescribed maintenance 
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doses than to oppress them into desperation and violence. The 
reason this method is rarely utilized is that it doesn't satisfy the 
urge of the righteous folks to punish and persecute sinners. 

The Drug War doesn't work; it makes everything much 
worse, it generates resentment and the sort of violence that 
too often victimizes bystanders and it eats away at the financial 
base of the nation, but it feels good to the self-righteous 
meddlers among us and it has served the hidden agendas of 
enough of the rich and powerful among us to stay locked in 
place for my entire life, and I am an old man 





A whole generation of courageous, rebellious, innovative 
young men and women have been kept from contributing to 
the scientific and technological base of this country by the 
unconstitutional practice of mandatory drug-testing. 

The standard of justice this nation claims to uphold 
includes freedom from unreasonable searches and seizures as 
well as absolute freedom from involuntary self-incrimination. 
Obviously, you don't want people who are stoned to be 
piloting airliners, so there is some justification in that and 
similar cases. The problem is partly that a habitual Jush with a 
blinding hangover can still pass a piss test the next day, while 
the present test for marijuana is designed not to tell if the 
testee is stoned or high, but to tell if they have used pot at all 
in the preceding month. It has become obvious that the 
government of the United States is not willing to back off from 
its tragic slide into totalitarianism. Every single citizen of this 
nation knows that both justice and injustice are for sale here if 
you are willing to pay enough to the right people; how can we 
continue to pretend we are a "free country?" 
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The prophecies in the Book of Revelation say that at the 
end of our way of life, 
people will not be allowed to buy or sell or find employment 
unless they have the Mark 
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of the Beast in their right hand and their forehead. Just try to 
succeed in our society without the stamp of the dollar sign 
foremost in everything you do or think. 

The fundamentalists say that the Christian church will be 
apostate in the end times, an enemy of the truth, an agent of 
evil; they don't think that refers to them and their ever- 
accelerating slide into fascism, but rather, to those Christians 
who dance and contribute to Planned Parenthood. 





One of our larger supermarket chains recently sponsored a 
kiddie's poster contest called "Beyond Just Say No." Every 
summer they print pictures of hemp plants on their bags with 
dire warnings about its illegality and dangerousness. This same 
chain of supermarkets sells millions of dollars worth of 
cigarettes and beer to its customers, annually, undoubtedly 
killing thousands of them by every means from cancer and 
heart disease to wrapping them around telephone poles and 
bridge abutments. Business as usual. 

Tnuly, this is the Age of Irony 





Many long years ago, decades before it was featured in the 
film, "Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade," Mungwe took me 
to the place that would someday be called "Arches National 
Monument" by the tourists and the Parks Service. 

From where we stood, we could turn around in a full circle 
and see absolutely nothing but Nature's highest art in every 
direction: red, gold and tan sandstone, flowing like frozen 
waves stopped forever at their peak, rising in single and 
multiple immense arches, like the trajectory of some sort of 
giant, earth-swimming dolphin, Everywhere we looked, we 
saw desert grass and flowers, sparse evergreens and distant 
blue mountains capped with snow. There was no wind at all 
and the silence was so deep I began to hear all the tiny sounds 
of my own body's workings and, eventually, the circuit noise 
of my own neural wiring, 
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Mungwe laughed and pointed at the arching coils of stone 
that surrounded us, 

"One Helluva big old snake, that one!" he grinned, "If she 
ever gets pissed enough at us to interrupt her from chewing on 
her own tail... WATCH OUT!" 
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INTERLUDE 


Peter Trayne leaned back in his chair and stretched his arms 
and legs. He arose and poured the remainder of his now-cold 
coffee back into the pot simmering at the fireside, sloshed the 
coffee around in the pot a couple of times and poured himself 
a fresh cup. Above him on the mountainside, one of the men 
in the tent pissed into a bottle and another napped, while the 
third watched the cabin far below through field glasses ported 
through an opening in the tent. 

Peter returned to his chair with the fresh coffee and another 
cookie and began once again to read. 





70 


Quasi-sequitur 
Ggrexxmogr to LLannfyllm 


The method will sort out the readers nicely and produce the 
required response from each group and subgroup. Those who 
must not gain the words of power will not read that far or will 
not recognize them, others will perceive the opportunity and 
attempt the transit. Most of these will attain some measure of 
ability, which will prove invaluable as a stop-gap and 
temporary relief. A few may break through. We may 
miraculously, providentially, have a Jedi Knight, a Messiah or 
a Buddha awaken among the readers. I'm afraid nothing less 
will do. 


-Besspotzo in the Hugest, 


-Ggrex 
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Chapter Four 


In One Brain and Out the Other 


There is a very old teaching story about a King who had 
two sons and who couldn't or wouldn't decide which one 
should rule after him. As he began to weaken physically in his 
old age, he finally recognized that he must find a way to 
decide, and soon. He called for his Counselors and sent for his 
sons. 

"Here is my decision," he said, "the two of you, each 
provided with enough food and water to last you seven days, 
will ride into the wilderness as far as the second iron marker 
and rendezvous at the marker. As soon as the first bright edge 
of the sun can be glimpsed at the horizon on the morning after 
you both arrive, you will race back to the Palace." 

The two brothers grinned at each other. This was perfect; 
a race for the Kingdom! 

"The winner will be declared the Crown Prince and will 
rule this Kingdom after me," the King said solemnly, "The 
loser will be provided with great wealth and a Company of 
Escort, to travel freely wherever he will throughout the known 
world, with this one exception: that he may never again in his 
life enter this land." 

The brothers gaped at each other in open-mouthed 
consternation. 

"Lastly, and hear me well,” said the old monarch, "the 
winner, the Crown Prince, shall be that one whose horse 
crosses the finish line LAST!" 





Seven long weeks later, torn and dusty, hungry and 
parched, the brothers sat dejected in the meager shade of the 
iron marker's stone foundation. The slightly taller brother, the 
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one with the fair hair, spoke: "We have to do something," he 
said, "We can't even eat the horses (not that I would eat 
Swiftwind, of course); father said ‘the one whose horse 
crosses first."" 

The brother with the darker hair stared at his brother for a 
moment. Suddenly a light seemed to dawn in his eyes. He 
snapped his fingers and sprang to his feet 

"That's it!" he cried. 





The next day, back at the Palace, the brothers shared a 
warm and tearful farewell, as one set out with his companions 
to seek fortune and adventure and the other began his training 
toward becoming a wise and proper ruler of his people. 

They had discovered a way to quickly, peacefully, end the 
stalemate: 


Switch Horses; Race Home. 





Nowadays it is fairly common knowledge that the human 
body is more or less divided into a right half and a left half. The 
main trunk lines of the physical nervous system run up your 
spine and into your skull pretty well divided into two discrete 
sides. I'm not a doctor and I don't have any medical training; 
my information comes out of Scientific American, the 
newspaper, books from the Public Library and a few monthly 
medical, psychological and scientific journals | receive. 

According to the information in them, the spinal cord and 
the lower brain, right up through the cerebellum, pass the 
electrochemical information straight up the line: right to right; 
left to left. In this same manner, the cerebellum sends its 
messages to the cerebrum: right to right; left to left. Then the 
"fun" begins. 

The cerebrum sends its messages back down cross- 
connected: the right side of the cerebrum sends to the left 
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side of the cerebellum and vice versa. Now, I don't have any 
way of knowing if that's true, but it matches many traditional 
teachings from all around the planet, and would explain a lot 
of things, so I suspect it is. 

If you plot this information-flow on a graph, it looks like a 
lissajous figure on an oscilloscope, like an infinity symbol or a 
figure eight. This fits modern science and the ancient traditions 
into a pattern with our own current language and symbology 
to create a visual pun so profound and cosmic it would seem 
to come from a deity more closely resembling Frank Zappa, 
Stephen Wright, Dave Barry or Terry Pratchett than anybody 
even vaguely resembling the official Allah or Jehovah. 

Whether the foregoing turns out to be valid or not, I know 
from personal experience that the “eye of the needle" is real, 
that every person has an inner way of accessing it, and that 
unwillingness to let go of the Bullshit that won't go through it 
is what holds each of us trapped, nailed up on our cross- 
purposes. 

It is here that the all-encompassing everything/nothing of 
perfect clarity, the great void, is twisted back on itself and the 
Cross is created. 

The door in the top of the head slams shut. 

The single eye goes dark. 

We wander endlessly in the wilderness, 

The Kingdom waits. 

And waits. 





The Trickster suggests a solution to this one: 


SWITCH FROGS; RACE HOME. 





If you'd like to learn first-hand how you hold onto the 
material world with your body, save up seventy or eighty 
bucks, do a little telephone research, and put yourself in 
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the hands of a really good FAA-certified Aerobatics instructor 
for an hour. Safety-belt yourself into a little fabric-covered 
airplane and let him or her take you through a full stunt 
pattern, all over the sky, looping and rolling and stalling and 
spinning, like a giant barn swallow 

If this is absolutely out of the question for you, you can get 
a faint taste of the experience in a ride on your local roller- 
coaster. 

If you have been paying attention to the ride, you will now 
know that the clenched fist where you hold your white- 
knuckled death-grip on the material world is located in your 
solar plexus. 

Notice how HARD you grasp it? 

What makes the world physical is that it can do it to you. 
It will not follow your orders. You are at its effect and there 
isn't much you can do about it. 

See how hard you grasp it? 

See how badly you need to avoid responsibility? 





An old friend of mine once got real intimate with his 
motorcycle when he and it got wrapped up in a ball and 
crammed into the fender-well of this little old lady's 1952 
Plymouth Coupe, all wrapped around the rear axle. 

He was up in there, alive and conscious, as the little old 
lady, in her confusion, finally stopped trying to drive away, 
spinning the tire on him, and shut the car off and 
somebody ran to get help. 

He was awake while they cut the car up with a torch and 
then cut the bike up to get it separated from what was left of 
him. 

Miraculously, he was still with them on the run to the 
Hospital, up the elevator and into the operating room. Then 
they gave him the ether. 


He was telling me about this many years later. I asked him 
if he had learned anything from the experience to make it 
worth all that terrible suffering. 


PERE E EEE DH 





75 


He said there wasn't much to learn from the first part of the 
experience. He said, "I already knew pain was a motherfucker 
and I would just as soon avoid it whenever I can." 

He said he mostly learned from what happened when the 
ether hit him. He said he went somewhere and found out 
something 

"First of all," he said, "everything...everything, is made out 
of circles. 

"Some circles are so small they look like tiny little dots, if 
you can even see them at all. Some of them are so small, you 
couldn't even see them with a microscope. You could line 
them up and make things out of them, like straight lines or 
solid things, for example. 

"Some circles are so big that the part you can see looks just 
like a straight line. Most stuff is somewhere in between, but 
everything is really just made out of circles." 


The other thing he said he learned was that Jesus is still 
hanging on the Cross, still alive, still suffering terribly. He said, 
"That's why the world is still so goddamned fucked-up." 

He said he found out everything is still waiting for the first 
real follower of Christ, still waiting for the very first person to 
really die to himself and take up his own real Cross and follow 
Him and not just talk about it and lie about it. He got excited 
and began to wave his arms 

"Don't you see?" he said, "If anybody will take up his 
Cross, that will free up the Christ to heal the World, to fix this 
fucked-up mess!" 

He ran his fingers through his hair and looked at me, 
agitated,"He's been waiting all these hundreds of years for just 
one person to really do it!" 

He sort of slumped a little and looked down at his hands. 
He looked up at me and grimaced ruefully, a small spark of 
shame in his eye. He said quietly, "Obviously, I didn't do it 
either; here I am and none of this shit has changed." 

There was a long silence as we sat and thought. 

I said, “Yeah, talk about faith...what if you just got stuck 
up there instead, like Bre'r Fox in the story? What if you were 
the one who had to suffer forever so all these assholes could 
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do their stupid little petty bullshit games?" 
He sighed in resignation, shook his head and said, "Yeah, 
exactly.” 





Most religious people seem to feel that non-religious 
people are evil, corrupt, or at least foully misguided. They 
seem to think that people free of the fear of Hell or craving for 
Heaven can't be trusted, having no reason to do right. 

I personally feel that a generous act toward another, 
motivated simply by friendliness and kindness is infinitely more 
worthy than any charitable deed designed to propitiate a Deity 
or advance one's prospects in an afterlife, which I see as just 
so much of the same old typical selfish bullshit, an immature 
attempt to become ingratiated with the sort of deity who could 
be hornswoggled by a prospective teacher's pet, certainly not 
the creator of the Grand Canyon or the Sunset 

No wonder Yeshua mostly hung out in taverns. 

He mostly went to Church to kick butt. 





Thave this fantasy: Jehovah says to Abraham, "I shall make 
you the Father of Many Nations. Your descendants will be my 
chosen people above all others and I will give them the 
dominion of this land." and Abraham says, "Thanks, Lord, but 
if you don't mind too much my asking, couldn't you just 
maybe love all people equally and we could all be friends?" 

I suspect that the story of the children of Abraham is not 
really the story of the results of the meddling of a Racist God. 
More likely, it's the story of the results of believing that the 
Spirit of Life can prefer one family over another; that the 
Creator of the Universe recognizes and cares about such 
things as Kingdoms and Nations, That "God" sends people to 
claim a promised land that is already full of native inhabitants; 
that Infinite, Divine Love can be partial or conditional, and 
teaching this blasphemy to generation after generation of 
immature, impressionable, trusting young children. 
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Many cultures have considered themselves to be "human 
beings" in contradistinction to others, who are considered to 
be inferior. To the extent that this provides them with an 
excuse to treat others unfairly or dishonestly or to do them 
harm, their history will always be one of exploitation and 
bigotry, violence and genocide, given and received 

My Christian friends tell me that the Christians are a branch 
grafted onto the Tree of Israel. Makes sense to me: Native 
Americans and Canaanites, both expendable. 

Don't make the mistake of thinking I'm antiSemitic or that 
I hold any rancor toward Jews. I don't hold any special 
prejudices toward the Germans I meet, either. We humans are 
individuals and every culture has saints and monsters. I will say 
I think the Holocaust was a horrible example of the twisted 
depravity that lurks somewhere in all humans, and I have a 
similar opinion about the atrocities that were done to the 
American Indians and the Africans and the Armenians and the 
Vietnamese and the Cambodians. 

Not to mention all those Canaanites, Midianites, Moabites, 
Ete. 





Many years ago, beside a twilight smoldering desert 
campfire, Mungwe was showing me some of the principles 
illustrated by the parables of Jesus in the Christian Bible that, 
according to Mungwe, most Christians misunderstand. He was 
doing this by telling me the Native American teaching story 
that illustrates the same principle. 

For example, the story called "the ninety and nine," in 
which the Good Shepherd leaves the safety and warmth of the 
camp sheltering his ninety and nine healthy, obedient sheep in 
order to attempt to rescue the one sheep who is lost. 

Mungwe said that the Christians miss the point by 
visualizing the Shepherd as separate and different from the 
sheep. "Your culture always thinks in hierarchies, where 
separate entities are in conflict, and somebody or something 
always has to lose or be less valid." 

He said that the Christians have created a fictional Christ 
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Person who is better, higher and more important than all 
others because this is their own true personal desire, to be 
higher and better and more important than others. He said that 
when a Christian says "Born Again Christian; Only a Sinner, 
Saved by Grace," what is meant in the heart is, "Better Than 
Others: God's Favorite." He said, "That's why they always 
promote Jesus as “Lord.” 

A sign beside the road evoked the memory today, it said, 
"Jesus is Lord of Fayetteville." In my mind, I could almost 
hear Mungwe's dry chuckle: "Translation: My God is the real 
God . . . bang, you're dead." 

On that night long ago, under the stars, Mungwe told the 
American Indian story that, he said, shows the original 
meaning of the parable and illustrates its principle: 

"An Eagle, even a very large Eagle, even an Eagle as big as 
the whole universe, if you were to somehow nail down one of 
its wing-feathers someplace, would fly in circles." 

Our task and the task of the Eagle, according to Mungwe, 
is to get us all free, so we can fly on to our destination, "For 
we are the Eagle." 

1 objected to the idea that we must all "get free." 

"That's totally impossible!" I said, "There are millions and 
millions of us, all screwed-up in some way, it will never 
happen!" 

He threw his head back and laughed at me and my 
objections. He shook his head and made a loud fart-noise with 
his mouth. 

"Except that eternity can wait longer than forever," he said, 
“and there is really only one of us, after all.” 





Mungwe says a person's religion shows things about him he 
often doesn't know himself and certainly doesn't want 
anybody else to know. He says a person's visualization of God 
shows what that person would do with absolute power. "All 
that jealousy and paranoia and conceit and tyranny, what a 
God! Hungering and thirsting for all of that grovelling and 
praising and pious sanctity and all of those animal blood 
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sacrifices. I wouldn't want this nut for a neighbor, let alone 
reigning in my heaven." 





A few years ago, I spent some months more-or-less stuck 
in a bleak steel mill town where the winters were cruel and 
long, and the mills were idle. There was not much to do, but 
living was cheap and most of us were on some kind of fixed 
income, customarily just barely adequate for survival when 
occasionally supplemented by money from painting a picture 
or a fence, so we had the time to sit around and ponder the 
“Whichness of the What." 

Without knowing it, we were dangerously close to a 
spontaneous, contagious outbreak of philosophical inquiry. 

I recall one night we had concluded that we all felt the need 
to do something, and not just talk about what was true and 
what was right and how most people were stuck, unaware, in 
their lives of plodding, unrewarding sameness. We were 
searching for a nonviolent way to expand the possibilities of 
the people around us, to shake their complacency and add a 
little magic. 

One of the regulars at our little nightly circle, a small, 
intense, grey-bearded man, an artist and musician, peered up 
at us from under the bill of his cap and spoke quietly: 

“1 have an idea," he said 


We bought samples of different kinds of glue from the five- 
and-dime and tested and tried them out. An outlaw biker 
named Hawk, who was known for the minuscule cowboy and 
motorcycle boots he painstakingly hand-carved out of 
hardwood, was recruited and let in on the plot, and quickly 
and enthusiastically produced the tiny molds for the little hand- 
squeezed presses created in a nearby machine shop while the 
foreman was out romancing the boss's wife. 

For material, after several trial runs, we finally fixed on a 
sort of paper-maché, made of scrunched-up paper towel, 
water, egg-white and a little white glue, dyed with children's 
watercolors. 
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We set up our assembly line. A batch of dyed paper-maché, 
would be doled out into little thumbnail-sized pinches and 
pressed paper-thin by hand. One of the little molds would be 
lubricated with Vaseline, wiped clean, then clamped shut and 
secured with rubber-bands. This assembly would be tucked 
away on top of the water-heater to dry overnight. The next 
day, the mold would be carefully opened and the tiny hat thus 
produced would be removed, trimmed with the cuticle 
scissors and painted. 

Four mold-sets; four styles of teeny-tiny hats: sombreros, 
coolie hats, cowboy hats, construction worker's hard hats. 

Finally the morning of the big day arrived: armed with tiny 
hats and glue, we dispersed into the city. 


Imagine taking a friend to Wing's Excellent Garden of 
Good Fortune for some egg rolls and small talk. Eventually, at 
some point in the meal and conversation, the ubiquitous 
obligatory little brown roach peers up over the edge of the 
table at you and your meal, his antennae semaphoring his 
nervous curiosity. 

(There was not, to my knowledge, a single eating 
establishment in the entire city totally free from the little amber 
free-loaders. We operated in good conscience; we never 
brought in a single bug; we worked entirely with the resident 
population in each restaurant. As we sipped our coffee, we 
gently trapped our little involuntary conspirators and glued the 
wee hats on them.) 

Anyway.....so here you are in your booth, yakking with 
your friends and disappearing Wing's excellent egg rolls, and 
you glance over to reach for the cream for your fresh cup of 
coffee and there perches the little critter, staring at 
you.... wearing a perfect, tiny coolie's hat. 

Then, over on the wall lamp, you see another one. 


We used the coolie's hats at the Oriental spots, the 
sombreros and cowboy hats at the chili places and steakhouses 
and the hard hats at Louie's, over by the waterfront 

It sure was fun to watch. 
Mr. Gurdjieff used to say true art is that which delivers a 
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sort of shock, a kind of incongruity or discontinuity, a crack in 
the stonework of the consensus reality, through which it just 
might be possible for the Spirit of Truth to slip. Perhaps our 
hat trick qualified in some small way. | certainly hope so. 





Before you run out to buy glue and start making little hats, 
I suggest you wait and think it over. More on this later. 





One afternoon, up in the hills above Hatch's Trading Post, 
Mungwe dug a small calculator out of his kit and tossed it to 
me. I took it out of its little leather case and checked it out. It 
was some kind of scientific or technical model, with cube roots 
and hexadecimal conversions and algebraic and trig functions. 
It had a really massive memory capacity for such a tiny thing; 
it also had at least twelve or fifteen digits in the readout at the 
top. I remember that it was the first calculator I had ever seen 
with the long dimension at the top, like a credit card. It was 
also the first one ever saw with a light-charged battery, which 
is, of course, common nowadays. 

Mungwe had been talking about the Hopi Prophecies, their 
creation story and the Nine Worlds, tracing their history from 
the days of the "Anasazi" cities to the present day, and had 
carried that thread to the mystical nature and philosophical 
significance of the different numbers, the meaning of each of 
the nine digits as steps in every natural progression. He had 
just characterized the number "nine" as perfect completion. He 
explained that he didn't mean the term in the sense of being 
over or through, but in the sense of being finished, done, 
complete and finally ready. 

He squatted down by where I was sitting on a big rock that 
was still warm from the day's hot sunlight. He poked a finger 
at the keyboard. A 9 appeared. "There's your ‘Kingdom of 
Heaven," he said, "now let's start coming down the 
dimensions, one at a time, until we arrive at the present 
degraded situation." 
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He hit the division key, then the numeral 3, then the = key. 
The screen read: 3 

"Look," he said, "the gods." 

He hit the = key, to once again divide by three; the screen 
showed a 1. "Hot dog!" said Mungwe, "There's the famous 
one we've all heard so much about!" With a theatrical flourish, 
he poked the = key again; it said 3333333333333etc. "Look 
at that!" he said, "Let's make countless little dogies in our own 
image, all on the other side of the point!" 

He hit it again and got 111111111111 letc. “An infinity of 
individuals, all on the wrong side of the point." he said. 

"Now watch this," he said, and pushed the = again and got 
.0370370370370etc. "Now we're starting to get somewhere," 
He said, "this is the dimension just senior to the one you 
inhabit. I'll tell you about it some other time. No sense 
confusing you with too much information at one time." 

"Now watch carefully," he said, "One more step down into 
complexity and obscurity and we'll be here," grinning, he 
gently knocked on my forehead. 

He hit the button once more. 

The display read .0123456790123etc. I forget just exactly 
how many digits the display showed, but I have since repeated 
the exercise and verified that the pattern repeats endlessly. At 
first, | thought it was just an eternally repeating serial numeric 
progression; then I noticed that nowhere was there a single 
numeral 8. All the numbers repeated endlessly, in order, over 
and over, but without a single 8. 

"That's your material world. the modern world of man." 
Mungwe said. All the numbers acknowledged in their natural 
order except the number 8, which represents eternity and 
infinity, experienced through death and transformation; all on 
the far side of the point from the one. 

"This is the meaning hidden behind the creation story in the 
Bible: God works for six days, then rests, which causes the 
pattern to repeat endlessly 

“Material Man, the man of the divided mind and body, is 
limited to the seven lower states of being. He is unable to 
experience the ninth, which, being the sum of all the others, is 
his natural state. This inability to reach the natural state, the 
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home base, gives rise to all the multiplicity of uneasinesses 
and unrequited longings and vain searchings that drive most 
of our history. 

"The story of Material Man began when we got lost in 
language and began to substitute ritual for the power of the 
Spirit within us and created religious practice. Instead of the 
great climax of the seventh state, which would lead us to our 
passage through the great void, we chose to ‘rest’. 

"Unwilling to die, lacking the faith to pass through a 
transformation we can't see or understand in advance, we 
shun the cocoon and return as the worm, over and over and 
over again, ad infinitum. 

"The week is a reflection of the journeyings of Sisyphus, 
the endless variations-on-a-theme lifetimes of spellbound 
Mankind, the froggy dreams of a slumbering, wasted King, the 
desert wanderings of brothers without a liberating great idea, 
the dizzy, meaningless circlings of a potentially great eagle, 
lost and out of control." 





The object of all human science is to find out what we 
want to know without 
finding out what we don't want to know. 

The truth consists of both 





Munewe says the object of the Lost Human game is to get 
to infinite nines: .9999999999999etc., which he says means 
“everything complete." This is the mathematical equivalent to 
unity: ONE. 

Mungwe explained that when we finally become the 
equivalent to oneness, we can safely pass through the point, 
out of our fractional, divided state, into the state of reality, the 
ONE. 


T have often heard it said that “we are all one." I have heard 
it given lip-service more than once by people who were 
zealously screwing people over and ripping them off. I have 
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experienced it for myself and it transformed my life forever 

I once said it to an old Bulgarian grocer whose store was 
two doors down from my shop. He looked at me for a little 
while out of the sides of his eyes, then said, "We are also all six 
hundred and fifty-four." 

Then he grinned at me and said, "But you a little more than 


me. 


I don't think your camel can fit through the eye of that 
needle. I don't think your paramecium will make it either. 

On the other hand. that which takes up no space can go 
where there is no room. 





One of my friends told me Ronald Reagan's address at his 
ranch used to be 666 something or other. She says they 
changed it to 668, just in case. Lotsa Luck. 


666, like all nine of the triple numbers, is a multiple of 37, 
which prime number traditionally represents Man's divided 
mind and, strangely enough, also the number of the Sun, 
according to a dozen or more of the really old books in my 
library. 666 is said to represent the fire half of Man without the 
mitigating and neutralizing influence of the water half, the evil 
power of the verbal logical mindset without the spirit, without 
the conscience. It also represents the crippled Trinity of the 
Christian Pantheon: a Father, a Son, but no Mother (Somehow 
the Mother has been killed, is only a Ghost). 
6666666666666ect. is two thirds. 


Mungwe says that instead of getting to 
9999999999999etc., we habitually get to 
.6666666666666etc. and then turn the world upside down. 
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We were sitting just below the West Pole in the Place of 
the Frozen Gods, a tall sandstone spire the locals call "Spider 
Rock" in honor of Kokyeng Sowhuti, the old Spider 
Grandmother who spins the world. The old Stone grandfathers 
watched us silently as we scarfed down our sandwiches and 
coffee. We were sitting with our backs against a big rock 
formation that looks just like an enormous McDonald's 
Hamburger sticking up out of the ground. Mungwe had once 
joked that the gods had messed up and put up their Arches a 
couple of hundred miles north of their Hamburger. "Of course, 
I understand they have a pretty long reach." he said. 

Thad asked him to tell me about the dimension just senior 
to this one. He had promised to explain about it some day. 

"The number 37 represents the great light of the Solar Fire 
as manifested in the presently divided human consciousness," 
he said. 

"If the fire of the sun, 37, is added to the destructive human 
fire, 666, the sum is 703, The two sides of the human mind 
have swapped camels and raced home; the third eye is open; 
the King is awake." 

"Remember when we divided by threes, up above Hatch's?" 

I nodded. 

"Well, the dimension just senior to this one, as you will 
recall, was represented by .0370370370370etc. This can be 
experienced in two seemingly antithetical ways, like particles 
and waves, either as infinite individual lights, 37's, separated 
by space, 0, or as infinite individual interlocking 
manifestations, 703's, each containing the space, 0." 

"The Kingdom is within you." 


If you find this to be boring ridiculous mumbo-jumbo and 
claptrap, somewhere to the left of "Sightings," I apologize for 
wasting your time. It is meant, poetically, to engage the extra- 
rational other side of your meat computer. I understand this 
stuff is totally useless to immortals, who expect both the 
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material world and their own viewpoint 
to last forever 





Chapter Five: 


The Blind Spots 


“Nothing is ever always anything" 
-raccoon's law 


Perhaps you have seen this one before. If so, please bear 
with me and run the program one more time. 

If you close your left eye and gaze directly at the letter "O" 
in the open space in the middle of this page and slowly move 
the page toward you and away from you, you will find a place 
where, as long as you continue to stare directly at the "O," the 
"X" will completely disappear. You can get the same result 
with your right eye closed; gazing at 
the "X," the "O" disappears. 


oO 


Chances are, you are already familiar with this 
phenomenon, popularly called "the blind spot." The "film" in 
the camera of the eye is, of course, the retina. The area of the 
retina where the optic nerve connects to it and interfaces with 
it is not itself able to sense light, so it sends no information to 
the brain. Since this point of connection is on the back inner 
side of the eyes, and the image on the retina is reversed, the 
blind spots are found just outside the center of view of each 
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ye. Normally, with both eyes open, the small hole in the optical 
information from each eye can be filled, within the brain, with 
information from the other eye. Only when one eye is covered 
can the blind spot be found. 

Notice that the blind spot is not black, not dark, except 
when the visual field surrounding it is dark. The blind spot 
doesn't seem to us to be blind, at all; the mental processes fill 
it with whatever seems best. If you look at a brick wall, it fills 
it with bricks, If you look at a forest tossing in the summer 
wind, the mind fills the blind spot with thrashing foliage. If you 
doubt this, try it 

Think about that for a minute or two. It will prove far too 
easy to ignore the overpowering significance of this 
realization, to pass up one of the few repeatable tests as to the 
true nature of our cognition and sensory fidelity, one of the 
very few places where logic and experience can be brought to 
bear on the intangible. 


Play with this information; test it: the route to total 
personal liberty lies in this direction, down this road. 


You have heard it said that nature abhors a vacuum. 


The truth is: "Nature" is mostly a vacuum, mostly space 
(especially if you consider the overall situation and not just 
local conditions); it's the human mind that abhors a vacuum, 
that automatically fills an "I don't know" with something 
comfortable. 

The blind spot gives us a handle on the intangible; a way to 
get around the mind. 

This is a provable case: it can be hereby demonstrated 
reliably, repeatably, at any time, that your own mental 
processes can and do present to you an edited, altered, version 
of the raw data of your senses. 


An edited version. 


It’s not only a blind spot; it lies most convincingly 





89 


eeee dts DRA Sed 


A commonly reported perception of those who engaged in 
psychedelic experimentation, back when such perceptions 
could be safely discussed in public, was one in which the walls 
of the room seemed to be breathing and everything seemed to 
be filled with light, which was gently pulsing along with the 
heartbeat of the observer. In most of the literature I have read, 
this is reported as a hallucination. In fact, it is exactly what the 
eye sees. It's a shame so many scientists are only expert in one 
or two narrow disciplines. We sadly lack some of Mr. Van 
Vogt's Nexialists. 

The lens of the eye isn't glass or plastic, it's flexible living 
tissue, part of a living body. As changes in internal organic 
pressures and the minute pressures of the eye-muscles 
themselves exert their influence on this living, transparent 
tissue, the image on the retina also flexes. How could it be 
otherwise? 

The rhythmic change in blood-pressure driven by the pulse 
alters the oxygen-pressure, which affects the momentary 
efficiency of the optical apparatus and the perception of light. 

The eye sees a room that breathes, a world that dims and 
brightens in step with the heart-beat. 

It is this ordered world, this physical world, where walls 
don't breathe and things don't glow with the inner light of Holy 
Truth, this world is the hallucination. 


The fool on the hill sees the sun going down 
And the eyes in his head see the 


world spinning ‘round. 


-St. John & St. Paul 





It is common to use the words "world" and "planet" as if 
they were interchangeable. There is another interpretation. 

It could be said with some validity that the world is slowly 
killing the planet. 
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This planet is not just our "floor," our game-board, it is our 
greater body, our mother. 

If you kick around for just a little while off-planet, out in 
Eternity/Infinity, you might come to feel differently about the 
whales and the pandas and the koalas and the snakes and 
spiders and the slime molds and even the little amber roaches. 
It doesn't take much time over there to see that everybody 
over here is family 

In the light of which: if you were planning to glue funny 
little hats on bugs to terrorize the diners, 1 guess you should 
consider how much impact this could have on your prospects 
if it happens to you the next time you show up as a little brown 
bug. 





Okay, here's where it gets weird (Hunter Thompson says 
when the going gets weird, the weird turn pro. I'm about to 
prove it.) 


I'm not saying this to you because Mungwe told it to me 
and I believe it. This is something I have experienced for 
myself in realtime. It has been experienced by thousands of 
people who are still alive right now and can be experienced by 
you, yourself, any time you allow yourself to do so. 


Here's the lost secret, the one mankind wastes 80 to 90 per 
cent of its intellect trying to ignore: if. being is looking at you 
through a set of eyes, consciously aware, there is only one 
possibility of who it is. This is the true significance of the 
statement that God is One. If it is, if there is an I am, a 
consciousness looking back at you through those eyes, It has 
to be you. There is no other. The Great Spirit, God, The "I 
AM," “Consciousness,” “Experience,” “Spirit,” is ONE. 

Aside from all of the information, indoctrination, beliefs, 
opinions, ideas, theories and speculations, there is only one 
absolutely provable underlying fact in the experience of any 
and every being, which is "this" is "happening," whatever the 
hell it really might turn out to be. The fact of your experience 
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is the only provable thing you know, and what it is, what you 
are and any possible significance or meaning that this might 
have are pure speculation on your part. If your philosophy and 
world-view don't acknowledge this, you're lying to yourself 
and your calculations will eventually prove to be faulty. 

So much of our mental life is invested in not noticing this, 
not thinking about this particular pink elephant, that there is 
only a minor fraction of our potential intelligence available for 
all other activities. Even a slight breakdown of the blocks and 
barriers and filters that protect us from experiencing this truth 
can sometimes cause panic and bizarre, sometimes irrational, 
even violent behavior. 

This is especially true in a Christian-Church-dominated 
culture, where spiritual rebirth is equated with blind, stubborn 
tenacity in not questioning certain dogmatically-held tenets of 
doctrine. A person who is programmed to clamp down on the 
"right" way to think might well completely waste the freedom 
and power that comes from the Holy Vision, causing it to 
devolve into mere concepts and explanations held in the mind, 
and often going crazy as a bedbug in the bargain. 

As I first wrote this section, the drama in Waco had just 
come to its tragic, fiery conclusion. Neither the siege, nor the 
behavior of the residents of the compound, nor that of the 
forces of “law and order"surprised me; I find nothing 
remarkable or unexpected about these events. I suspect this is 
another case of a person who has been trained to keep a death- 
gtip on the symbols of the organized Christian religion 
accidentally breaking through into the experience of Oneness 
with the Great Spirit and blowing it. As usual, the rebirth is 
aborted and the person falls into ego-inflation and starts 
publicly proclaiming his own deity . which, of course, 
immediately attracts the other frogs with the guns and tanks 
and teargas. 

One of my friends says they went after David Koresh 
because he was behaving like one of the great heroes from the 
Bible, telling a bunch of lowly followers God's will in their 
lives and screwing as many "wives" as he could manage to 
acquire, from the age of about thirteen up. What a bitter 
chuckle if that was true. He was small potatoes compared to 
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Solomon or the original David or any number of men 
venerated as holy prophets and patriarchs from the Old 
Testament. 

I once heard Ram Das say his brother wasn't in the mental 
hospital for thinking he was Jesus, but for thinking everybody 
else wasn't 

Despite all their protestations to the contrary, churchians 
do not really attempt to be like Jesus or follow his 
commandments; they are Jesus-Fans in exactly the same way 
they are Elvis Fans or faithful followers of the Rams or the 
Cardinals, the whole process based on the common "us- 
against-them" behavior that is the inheritance of thousands of 
years of hunting in packs. 

As Mungwe put it, one starry night in the cave on the east 
face of Battle Rock, "Salvation, to them, means to lay it all on 
somebody else, to escape from Divine Justice, to continue 
forever blinded by the shadow of their illusion of separation. 
The life they seek to save is the very one their Lord invited 
them to voluntarily lose in order to find Life Eternal. There is 
an infinitely greater chance of a human finding the way back to 
unity with the Great Spirit during an LSD experience or while 
sitting around the peyote circle than within the confines of the 
belief structures of the philosophical descendants of the 
Pharisees. You're far more apt to encounter the Great Spirit 
while sharing a joint with your friends than while sitting 
around singing "Onward Christian Soldiers, Marching as to 
War" with a bunch of people in suits who think they have the 
all the answers. 

"To be Born Again is to pass through the point, from the 
realm of the fraction to the realm of the Whole, to partake of 
Eternity, 

"Oneness with God is like one's separation being laid aside 
like a glove or a hand-puppet, all the belief systems based on 
fear falling away like a vague dream as the dreamer awakens, 
remembering the Ancient Beginning and True Identity, 
looking around and seeing only "I AM,” everywhere. There is 
no effort in loving your neighbor as yourself, your neighbor is 
yourself, so is your worst enemy; so is the cat. The Kingdom 
is within you. Everywhere you look, every one you see, all 
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over the world: Christ suffering, Christ crucified on our cross- 
purposes, Christ in Hell, You. 

"The great test of this initiation is whether you then grant 
deity, reality, validity, to everyone ‘else’, or instead attempt to 
use the power of this new perception of oneness with the 
Eternal Spirit to feel superior to all those others who aren't 
experiencing it." 





Herr Hitler, Rev. Jones and Mr. Koresh appear, possibly, 
to be among the many 
who have failed this test. 





(Written some weeks later) 


Hardly a day goes by that somebody doesn't write a letter 
to one of the papers I read, saying, "The massacre at Waco 
was all David Koresh's fault and nobody else's." 

I personally think those children would still be alive if the 
agents from the BATF had either just called Koresh on the 
phone and said, "We can't allow you to continue breaking the 
laws against bigamy and child abuse; we will meet you at the 
gate to the compound and discuss this" or perhaps nabbed him 
when he went in for a haircut or a burger. 

The practice of busting the doors down in a lightning 
commando-style raid is well-known from the Drug War. The 
Federals love it. Its purpose is to keep vital evidence from 
being destroyed so a department can keep its statistics looking 
good, or acquire some valuable property under the new form 
of legal piracy, "confiscation." Also, it's kind of fun to a certain 
sort of police officer to run over people and beat on them and 
terrorize them. There is a pattern within humans that drives 
them to bully and frighten others. We don't seem to have 
found a way to deal with it yet. 

Our technology has taken us to the Moon and broken the 
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genetic code, but the same old questionable twisted wisdom 
still kills children in the name of Justice. 


Tf all this talk about us being "one" gets your goat, maybe 
it's because you don't understand what I mean. 

Obviously, if you stub your toe, I don't normally start 
limping and cussing. | know we're separated by time and 
space, but many of my best sources and some of my own 
experiences would indicate that time and space are illusions 
created by our own limited sensory apparatus and our 
previously mentioned tendency to cover the unknown with the 
comfortable. Mungwe says the Law of Time and Space is: 
"Everything possible is somewhere now and at some time 
here." He says the application of that law in human existence 
is that everybody you meet is either a past or future life of 
yours. He says the thing that makes it interesting is that there 
is absolutely no way to tell which. 





Mungwe says the old saw about cats having nine lives is 
based on a spiritual truth. He says that when the Great Spirit 
puts his quarter in "cat," he gets nine shots at it, just like you 
get three basic pac-people for your quarter at the video 
arcade. 

Tasked him how many humans make a full play. 

He said: "All of em." 


I heard a story that one of the world's top Music Stars, 
being a devotee of a renowned Saint and Spiritual Teacher, 
went on a solemn personal pilgrimage to the burial place of his 
teacher. Those who related this story to me said that he knelt 
down and placed his head directly over the heart of the Saint, 
who lay buried below. They said that the young man was 
deeply shocked to find his mind instantly flooded with visions 
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of depravity and decrepitude, everything corrupt, wrong and 
despised. 





Slums are created when there is a part of your town where 
you are afraid or unwilling to go. It takes a continual free flow 
of light and life to banish the shadows. When water flows 
freely, there are no stagnant pools. If there are parts of your 
own mind you are afraid to visit or explore, slums will breed 
there too 





There is a physical analog of this pattern in the circulatory 
system 

Just as an amputee can feel "phantom limb" pain, you can 
and do feel pain in your body that doesn't reflect any present 
condition, but is actually suppressed pain from an earlier 
experience, sometimes much earlier. 

The unconscious, instinctive way to deal with this is to 
clamp down on the circulation in the area, depriving the local 
tissues and branches of the nervous system of some of their 
oxygen so that the pain signals become weaker and more 
easily ignored. Unfortunately, lowered circulation means 
diminished resistance to disease and infection, as well as less 
material available for healing and routine maintenance. 

A pain from the past, blocked in the mind and memory, 
suppressed in the body, can produce real illness in that area, 
and often does. 





A good way to deal with this sort of pain is to relax the area 
as much as possible and then concentrate on experiencing the 
pain away. If the attention is brought to a point and then 
centered on the source of the pain and there is no muscular 
tension, no resistance, often the pain will just disappear. 
Sometimes it will become very intense for just a moment 
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before it fades way forever. If the pain is caused by a real, 
present injury, if you release your resistance to the pain, it will 
begin to throb in time with the heartbeat. This is from 
increased circulation, which will help the healing process and 
begin to let pain-relieving endorphins go into action. 





Perhaps the young Rock Star was being given an 
opportunity to let the light of his consciousness and 
conscience shine on aspects of himself and his world he was 
denying and despising. 
an 





Life in the world of today is life on the rope. The rope is 
this material world, to which we cling with a painful death-grip 
in our solar plexus, aided and abetted by all the painful chronic 
tensions that, over the duration of a lifetime, come to define 
the self. 

To let go in the face of the terrible possibility of an eternal 
fall into the darkness of the void takes the transforming 
miracle of real faith. Being Born Again is to finally, after 
countless lifetimes of fearing and clinging and forgetting, let 
go, to fall about six inches to the firm, solid ground 


Which also opens up the possibility of learning to fly. 


Some of us have been known to accept the Devil's bargain 
and step off the tower. 


When I was a kid, there were two distinct types of rubber- 
band-powered model airplanes. There was hand-launched and 
there was R.O.G. 

R.O.G. stood for "Rise Off Ground", these were the little 
models that sped along the pavement until they rose into the 
air on their own power. 
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If you want to prove something by testing your faith or 
your ability to fly unaided by mechanical contrivances, 
definitely R.O.G. If it turns out you were mistaken, you 
might look silly running around flapping your arms, but 
silliness is survivable and long falls are often not.. 





I remember my mother and some of her friends from the 
Missionary Prayer Band discussing a book some of them had 
read. This was back when I was still pretty young, so I just 
listened. It seems the famous miracle of the "Five Loaves and 
Two Fishes" had been recounted in an altered version. If my 
memory serves me correctly, the author had suggested that the 
baskets and baskets of food it took to feed the five thousand 
people came, not from out of the air, magically, but from 
people's pockets and bags and pouches, where they had been 
hoarding it out of sight, to avoid having to share it, until 
they were shamed by the voluntary sacrifice of the little boy's 
meager lunch. 

My mother's friends felt that Jesus had been maligned 

"That s not a real miracle!" one said. 





If a person can levitate, even levitate grand pianos, 
ultimately, so what? What if somebody can miraculously heal 
someone else's illness? How wonderful, but related to human 
conditions in general, so what? What if you could always roll 
sevens, on demand, with anybody's dice? You might get rich 
(or killed), but what real difference would it make? When it 
comes right down to it, all of that is just moving matter around 
in different ways. 

But, now 

What if a hardened, stubborn, self-righteous, powerful, 
irresponsible, arrogant son-of-a-bitch of a despotic asshole 
were to be transformed? What if a lifetime major vain pain-in- 
the-butt were to actually wake up and get a look at his-or-her 
life from the outside and genuinely repent and voluntarily 
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suffer the necessary changes to become a friend of Mankind 
and Nature? 


Now, THAT'S a miracle! 





As I'm sure you have deduced by now, I was raised in a 
protestant, fundamentalist, “Christian” home. 

I was a very sincere, active participant in the Christian 
church during my childhood and teen years. My present 
philosophy grew directly out of this background. While | still 
find the statements attributed to Jesus to be valid and 
extraordinarily valuable, along with those of Lao Tze, Chuang 
Tzu, Gautama Buddha and others, I consider the present day 
church to be one of the greatest enemies to life and the human 
spirit in the history of Mankind. 

I know many practicing Christians I like and care a great 
deal about. I also feel that those of them who are clutching the 
Magic Feather they call the "Plan of Salvation" in order to, as 
it were, force God to save them from the flames, are separated 
by this from the flow of life and I think their willingness to 
accept this sort of "salvation," with its attendant acceptance of 
eternal agony for everybody else, diminishes them irreparably. 

Their world view seems valid only when it isn't examined 
outside its own limited context. A large part of that context is 
the suspension of normal, healthy skepticism. Christians rarely 
consider the significance of the myriad danger signs contained 
in their own history, in the countless times large numbers of 
sincere believers have been willing to serve the darkest forces 
of evil: the inquisitions and crusades, the attempted genocide, 
even in our "modern" times, of Native Americans, Gypsies and 
Jews, the holy wars, race wars, slavery, prohibition, the Drug 
War, the pompous and conceited posturing of the many 
televangelists they choose to enrich. 

The majority of modern Christians are secure in their 
absolute, voluntary acceptance of a doctrine that promises that 
they will not be judged according to their life and choices, but 
according to one single criterion: "Do you believe that Jesus is 
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the only "Son of God" and do you accept Him as your 
"personal Savior"? 

The unspoken understanding is that you must also choose 
to believe, against any and all contrary evidence, one of the 
current explanations of the meaning of "believing in Jesus, " 
since the whole matter is simply not that cut-and-dried. 

The Queen assured Alice she was able to believe a dozen 
impossible things before breakfast; the Christian believes one 
and then clings to it for life. 

An honest, honorable person, with an open enquiring mind, 
will continue to learn and re-formulate personal 
understanding, according to what is experienced, throughout 
a lifetime. What an honest person "believes" at any particular 
time is created by the sum of all this experience. To "choose to 
believe" anything is to voluntarily suspend the rational thought 
processes, to purposely practice self-delusion and, as such, is 
antithetical to any sort of real spirituality. 

Being a true believer of the dogma of an organized religion 
doesn't necessarily in itself completely negate or neutralize the 
good choices or kind thoughts ofa person. A few of the finest, 
kindest, most generous people I have ever known have been 
and still are Christians. In my own sixty-plus-year honest 
experience, they are rare exceptions to the usual rule of 
hypocrisy and self-deception. The sad irony of the life of the 
average Christian is the time and energy devoted to the 
practice of a false religion that separates them from all others, 
repeating by rote the teachings of their prophet, hearing the 
words/thinking the explanation/missing the point. 

Until they die. 

Looking for Jesus out there. 

Finding no Jesus out there at all. 

Nobody else to take responsibility. 

Denying and ignoring, in death as in life, Christ in here. 


Unwilling to be the light, consciousness finds itself to be in 
the dark. 


Yeshua plainly stated that the Kingdom is within. If you are 
currently believing that “Heaven” is somewhere in the sky or 
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the future, you may call yourself a "Christian," but you sure 
aren't following the philosophy taught by "Jesus," and it's no 
wonder you are collectively producing so much evil and 
tragedy in the world 





The trickster says at the end of your life you are flung 
through the sun, and whether you experience it as being "one 
with the light" or "in the lake of fire" depends on your 
viewpoint and your position vis a vis the old "matter" vs. 
"spirit" question. 





The name spelled YHSVH, pronounced approximately 
somewhere between "Yeshua" and "Yeshevah," falls on the 
ear softly, like a blessing. The popular translation, "Jesus," 
pronounced "Jee-Zuss" in its English permutation, is not the 
name of the prophet and avatar, not what he called himself, not 
what his friends and family called him. 

This Jee-Zuss is a very European, very American sort of 
fellow. He wants his people to be happy, to have nice houses 
and drive expensive cars and eat lots of good food. He likes 
patriotic citizens who are brave and are willing to go fight in 
wars and kill strangers because their commanding officers tell 
them to do so. He likes his people to pack legislatures and 
school boards in order to force their ideas of propriety on 
everybody else. He likes big beautiful churches with large 
successful congregations whose homes are paid for and who 
drive late-model cars and he understands that people have to 
be realistic about how much they can really afford to spend on 
the unfortunate, after all, didn't he once say, "The poor you 
always have with you"? 

If you pledge your life to this man-made Gee-Zuss, he will 
save your worthless, filthy, wretched self from the purifying 
flame and allow you to continue as you are for all eternity. 
Except that, of course, there is something in the book about 
“putting on incorruption." . . . sort of like a spiritual jumpsuit 
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. but that's not too disturbing, since it is understood it will 
be good old you that "puts it on." 


The unspoken understanding about Jesus is that you can 
fool him as long as you are sincere enough to fool yourself. As 
long as you don't even think about questioning, examining or 
doubting this doctrine, your gullibility will force the Universal 
Creator to modify the eternal natural laws so as to give you the 
advantage. He will recognize your punched ticket and suspend 
Divine Justice for you, and if you pray enough, he will give 
you special preferred treatment, granting requests for things 
unearned and undeserved and restoring squandered health 


This false Christ has been created by humans unable or 
unwilling to deal with the teachings of the Avatars of the real 
Christ Spirit, whom they have always murdered or otherwise 
silenced or discounted, Yeshua included. 





Mungwe again: "Reactionaries and conservatives have 
never been able to deal with ‘religion’ that is happening in the 
here and now; it scares the shit out of them. They prefer 
‘religion’ that happened a thousand or more years ago. That 
gives them enough time to explain all the power out of it to 
make it safe and to twist it around until it serves their 
purposes." 





Most atheists are meddling true believers in disguise. 
Most agnostics don't want to know. 


All believers are dead wrong, 


On the other hand, as a certain old Sufi once said, "There 
are things you can't know and be ‘alive’, so even ignorance has 
its uses." 
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Chapter Six 
Car (and Other) Wars 


When we read stories about places in Africa where deadly 
parasites swim in the rivers, beasties that will actually enter the 
body through the rectum and, attaching themselves to the 
intestines, consume the host slowly, over a period of months 
or years, we shudder. 

We do likewise when we read or hear tales of the past ages 
of Man, where it was common for people to fall horribly into 
the hands of invaders, the inquisition, the plague, or injury ina 
world without surgery or anesthesia. 

Meanwhile we stand, heedless, every day, mere inches 
from the deadly clutches of one of the most violent killers and 
mutilators of humans in all of history and usually don't even 
pay much attention to it, except possibly to admire its nice 
lines, or notice that it needs to be washed 

Mungwe says you don't fear whatever you're used to. 


Automobiles can and do, daily, perpetrate things on men, 
women and children that Attila the Hun, Hitler or Jeffrey 
Dahmer would never even think of in their most depraved 
moments. 

Most people, if you were to hang them up by their heels off 
the top of a ten-story building, would faint or puke or both. 
Undoubtedly a few would just curl up and literally die of 
fright. Yet most of those same people will stand a few feet 
from highway traffic without spilling their coffee, although the 
result of being struck by an automobile traveling at sixty miles 
per hour is pretty well identical to that of a ten-story fall. 


“Whatever you're used to." 
How high do you rate the intelligence and sanity of a 


society that can become so disturbed and divided over the 
question of who may legally defend themselves against violent 
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crime and with what, and yet never seriously considers 
restricting the "right" to drive an automobile to those who can 
actually skillfully do so? 

Ask yourself: why do expert automobile drivers have 
exactly the same licenses and rights and rules as incompetents? 
Why has there never been a national campaign to upgrade the 
required standard of driving skill? 

Golly, could it have anything to do with "business" and 
“stockholder's profits" and "lobbyists"? 

Possibly something to do with the fact that we live in a 
representative democracy and we don't like to be mildly 
inconvenienced just to save thousands of lives? 

Or possibly the fact that nobody wants to be honestly 
evaluated, with a possibility of losing their license to drive? 


What about establishing different levels of licenses, rules 
and privileges for different levels of driving skill and not just 
licenses for different sizes of vehicles? I feel certain most 
people would just improve their driving skills and habits and 
attitudes to meet the new, higher, standards, which would save 
thousands of lives and millions of dollars. 

To drive a metal vehicle weighing thousands of pounds, 
containing a tank full of explosive liquid and living people, isn't 
a right, but a privilege fraught with great responsibility. 
Obviously, it should be withheld where it's not deserved. If it's 
granted too easily, to the wrong people, thousands of people 
will die, thousands will suffer terrible pain, and thousands 
more will be permanently disabled and disfigured. This isn't a 
theory; we know it for a fact; it happens every year, just like 
clockwork. 


“Whatever you're used to." 


The actual potential for death and damage represented by 
an automobile is far greater than that of a small airplane, which 
carries far less mass and in most cases of failure falls 
somewhere out in the middle of nowhere. The cars are mostly 
limited to roads and highways, where any mishap is much 
more likely to involve others. 
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An auto license is a breeze to get and keep; a pilot's license 
is very difficult to obtain and very costly to keep, requiring 
expensive periodic updates and physical examinations 


The present worldwide pogrom against users of alternate 
stimulants monopolizes national attention and consumes vast 
amounts of governmental time and finances while whole 
orders of magnitude greater numbers of people of all ages 
suffer and die in automobiles than were ever harmed by dope 
of any kind. The hell of it is: we have grievously wounded our 
republic in an attempt to ban drugs, and yet we have passed up 
the opportunity to save thousands of lives by merely enforcing 
reasonable standards of driving skill and performance. 


Our priorities are not governed by true situations in the real 
world; they are established and influenced by emotion, 
phobias, fads, buzz-words and superstition, which ridiculous 
situation is approved and confirmed and encouraged by those 
who have been entrusted with our freedom, right up through 
the Legislature and the Supreme Court. 





Now, if you can see how excruciatingly appropriate this is, 
how blackly, bleakly funny, instead of getting depressed or 
angry, you are getting the hang of surviving as a true cynic. 





I also think two of the most deadly agents of potential 
human extinction now known are being dealt with very badly 
by the public, the media and the government: AIDS and 
radioactivity. 

I'm sure I'm not alone in occasionally wondering if AIDS 
didn't get some kind of little boost in somebody's secret lab, 
somewhere. 

I'm not saying I think this is so 

On the other hand, I could hardly be more sure that there 
are, right now, men living on this planet who have the 
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morality, motivation and money to have accomplished this if 
they chose to. I also suspect that if the majority of victims 
were upper-middle-class heterosexual white male 
professionals, we would already have a cure and a vaccine. 


When my mother was a little girl, a relative of hers 
contracted tuberculosis. Although she herself showed no 
symptoms of the disease, and was eventually shown to be free 
of it, she spent months in a sanitarium, in quarantine, away 
from her family. 

J comprehend the absolute necessity of avoiding any 
outburst of violence or oppression aimed at homosexual men 
but I don't understand or agree with the idea that any carrier 
of a deadly invisible contagious plague has a "right" to move 
freely, anonymously throughout the population, infecting 
others, and I don't understand why that was allowed to happen 
without even a word of debate, back when it might have been 
contained. If the earlier carriers had been sought and isolated 
as soon as the disease was recognized and catalogued, 
thousands of gay men might have been saved from death and 
the epidemic might never have spread across Africa and Haiti 
and the ghettos of the world 

Say...you don't think that could have anything to do with it, 
do you? 


Now it has spread around the world and threatens us all, 
except healthy monogamous or celibate people who don't go 
to the beach and walk on the sand or have accidents requiring 
blood transfusions 


Something fishy here too 





Radioactivity pies the genetic type. It trashes the code of 
life. It introduces random garbage into the sacred data banks 
that say an oak tree is an oak tree, a cat is a cat, a nose is a 
nose. What kind of sick monster would seek to introduce this 
kind of poison into the world just to gain wealth and power? 
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Especially power to mostly run blenders and hair-curlers and 
video games? 

There was an ad in one of the latest issues of (of all things) 
the National Geographic, shamelessly lying about the safety, 
universal desirability and ecological benefits of nuclear power. 
T expect a lot of dishonesty from the Nuclear Industry, but why 
does the U.S. Government also say that you get less 
radioactivity from the production of nuclear energy than you 
do from flying cross-country? Sure, a low level of radioactive 
energy may cause minimal damage (and I'm frankly not so sure 
of this), but it has been clearly shown that a tiny radioactive 
particle is an entirely different matter. Even the very smallest, 
most microscopic radioactive particle, if lodged in the tissues 
of the lungs or stomach or throat or intestines, will eventually 
start a cancer in the adjacent cells that can spread, with 
predictably dire results. So far, the production of nuclear 
power and nuclear weapons has continually spilled radioactive 
particulate emissions into the environment, against all 
promises to the contrary. Why is our own government lying to 
us about something this important, this dangerous? 

In Oklahoma, where Karen Silkwood was killed on the 
night of November 13th, 1974, after reporting safety 
violations at the plant where she worked, almost twenty years 
later, some of the facilities of the Kerr-McGee company 
continue to spew out radioactive material, even years after the 
plants were closed. Those company officials who are 
responsible for the dismal "safety" record of the operation 
continue to draw their paychecks or spend their retirements. A 
few miles away, in this same Oklahoma, people are sentenced 
to life in prison for growing a few hemp plants for their own 
use. America the Beautiful, Land of the Free. a "Christian 
Nation," with Liberty and Equal Justice for 
All 

"Fishy" doesn't even come close. 


Maybe French? "Poisson." 
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When Jimmie Carter was first elected, for a few short 
weeks after the inauguration he still looked like the guy we put 
in office. Then, suddenly, between one television appearance 
and the next, he seemed to have shrunk slightly and aged ten 
or fifteen years overnight. He sort of "greyed" out, (and I don't 
mean his hair) as if some of the life or spirit had gone out of 
him. 

As we watched, that night, I commented on his changed 
appearance. My ladyfriend said, "It looks like he finally found 
out who really runs this country." 


It's my opinion that Bush and Clinton already knew when 
they took office. 


If you have ever hung around a salvage yard for a while, 
you have seen a lot of smashed and bent autos, as well as those 
that burned or just wore out. Some were obviously involved in 
fatal mishaps. Some still contain family photos, letters, 
receipts, toys, jewelry and keepsakes. 

Certain patterns arise. It becomes evident that the two 
most potentially catastrophic mechanical failures are loss of 
steering or brakes. Often, it isn't difficult to piece together the 
story of these collisions from the physical evidence that 
remains. Two particular examples stand out as you walk the 
aisles of any large salvage yard, and since they're both easily 
preventable, I'll pass them on to you here. 

Even if you should find the rest of this farrago to be utterly 
without value to you, if you drive automobiles the next few 
paragraphs might save your life someday, so even though they 
are more or less unrelated to the rest of the material, I'll throw 
them in free, as a public service. 

The first death-trap manifests like this: You're cruising 
along the road, probably thinking about almost anything in the 
world except your steering failing, when an emergency 
emerges: A kid runs out in the road in front of you, or a dog, 
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whatever. You pull the wheel violently to the left; the car 
lurches to the left, missing the llama or whatever; you whip the 
wheel to the right to straighten the car back on the road. Only 
the wheel doesn't whip. In fact, It doesn't even budge. 

In the time it takes you to wonder if the steering lock has 
somehow become engaged, and to glance down at the ignition 
key, the car, its steering locked to the left, has fallen into a 
skid, then an uncontrolled slide or spin. If there is a bridge or 
a culvert, or even a litle stump or a curb or some soft ground 
in its path to start it flipping, it will end up in the big car bone- 
yard on the edge of town, its contents in the hospital or 
morgue. 

If you have dried-up ball-joints or king-pins, a tight power- 
steering belt, and a sudden emergency demand on the system, 
all these factors can work together with a dash of Murphy's 
Law to shear off the shaft of your power-steering pump. You 
hadn't noticed your steering was binding up, because that good 
old hard-working power-steering pump was doing all the 
work of turning the car, just like it's supposed to. You have 
been ignoring the unusual sounds from under the hood, since 
payday is two weeks off. Your rapid operation of the system 
has just broken that pump. Without the help of the pump, with 
the steering gear seized up, you still might be able to turn the 
car, but it would take a terrific effort, which you are not 
prepared for, and it would have to be done very quickly. 

The drivers who would be the most likely to be able to 
steer the car out of danger are: pilots of small and medium- 
sized aircraft, since they're used to unexpected strong control 
deflections and demands and have learned to exert whatever 
force is necessary to get the job done; and racing driver- 
mechanics, since they should immediately recognize what has 
happened and what to do to compensate. 

These are also two of the sorts of people one would least 
expect to be in such a difficulty in the first place, since the kind 
of pilot or racer who would neglect to service and check such 
an important system of his craft probably wouldn't be around 
very long to endanger himself or others. Of course, Murphy 
also sometimes works in reverse and fools do sometimes 
survive, but I wouldn't bet on it if | were you 
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In some cases it doesn't matter how big and strong and 
quick you are, the wheel simply won't move and you are in for 
the ride, while the guy with the scythe rolls his dice. 

The way to make sure this doesn't happen to you is to 
either get to know and love your steering system or find that 
great rarity, an honest, skillful, local mechanic, and have him 
check it all out. 

Most mechanics got put in shop class because they couldn't 
diagram sentences or remember the multiplication tables. Then 
there are those who are a little better than this because they've 
had years of experience learning how to fix cars by trial and 
error, with the customers footing the bill and paying for all the 
unneeded parts. These are the ones who will charge $120 for 
fixing a clutch cable that breaks again a week later. 


Real mechanics are born that way. They start disassembling 
things at a very young age, and quickly learn to reassemble 
them correctly. The majority won't bother with college, since 
it drives them nuts to wait for everybody else to catch up. A 
lot of them live in houses and work in garages that are stacked 
to the ceiling with "useful things" and "spares" until you have 
to lose twenty pounds to squeeze past the stacks. For some 
reason, many of them are quiet and kind and soft-spoken to 
people and animals, but use an arcane lexicon of swear words 
that would curdle spider poison when they are dealing with a 
frozen nut or a part that was installed badly at the factory. 
Their chief rage is usually reserved for the diabolical subhuman 
garbage-brained engineers who design automobiles without 
consulting the people who will have to try to keep them 
running....and that's a direct quote. 

If you can find one of these mechanical Merlins, treat him 
with respect, kindness and generosity. Always pay his bill 
quickly and if he surprises you with a particularly low price at 
the end of the job, reward him in some way. Tell your friends 
how good he is, not how cheap he is, don't send customers to 
him who are deadbeats or whiners. Your mechanic holds your 
life in his hands no less than your Doctor does and a good one 
is pure gold. 
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The second preventable hazard is much more common and 
is caused by a lack of emergency skill. Most drivers are 
helpless in a spin. On the other hand, most good stunt drivers 
and some good racing drivers can spin a car at will, to the left 
or the right, at high speed, exiting the spin traveling either 
forward or backward. 

used to swap ends in MG's and Healeys and Lotus Elans 
at sixty or seventy miles an hour, go backwards for a while and 
then spin back around forward again, without radically varying 
my line or losing much speed. I'd bet at least a third of the 
drivers in our crowd could do the same. It's a matter of being 
in control while out of control. | saw a Stallone movie where 
his character accomplished this in a van. Quite a stunt. 


If there's something directly in your path, whether it's a 
small child or a brick wall or your uncle's 1957 Corvette, the 
two main ways to avoid it are to apply the brakes and to steer 
away from it. Unfortunately, few drivers realize that if you do 
both of these things simultaneously and vigorously enough, 
the car will neither steer nor stop. You twist the wheel to the 
side and you stomp on the brakes and the car skids at high 
speed right into whatever you were trying to avoid, often with 
spectacularly disastrous results. 

You can't steer if your brakes are locked. Forgive me, let 
me repeat that in bold capitals so you won't forget it 


YOU CAN'T STEER WITH YOUR BRAKES LOCKED! 


The front wheels can only steer the car if they are turning 
If the front wheels are immobilized by locked brakes, you are 
skidding on the little flat spots on the bottom of your tires. It 
doesn't make a damned bit of difference which way those little 
flat spots are "pointed," they are not going to steer the car. I 
once saw Sterling Moss demonstrate this by stopping an 
Austin-Healey in a perfectly straight line from something like 
a hundred and ten miles per hour with the wheels locked in a 
full left turn and the brakes jammed. They were filming that 
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day; you might be able to find a copy of the film somewhere. 
It's pretty remarkable. 

You also can't stop worth a damn with your brakes locked, 
especially on a wet or icy surface. 

You can stop ina small fraction of the distance it takes with 
locked brakes by not locking them, by jabbing at the brake 
pedal with small, quick, hard strokes. This is not "pumping" 
the brakes (which would just lock them). 

If you need to stop and simultaneously steer clear of an 
obstacle, as in our scenario: jab, jab, jab the brake pedal, let it 
off and steer a little bit to the side, straighten out the wheel, 
jab, jab again, steer again, and so forth. If you are light enough 
and quick enough on the controls you can retain control in 
situations that would normally appear impossible. 

You might practice this sometime at reduced speed on an 
icy parking lot. The best drivers I have ever known were those 
who honed their skills on the frozen lakes of Ontario and 
Quebec. (The CASC wouldn't allow ice racing unless the ice 
was solid and at least 21 inches thick, which takes weeks at 
forty below zero to form. Don't turn your Buick into a 
submarine.) 

A few hours of practice on an empty frozen parking lot 
might make a good driver into a great driver. One side-slide 
into an unscouted dry spot could make a good car into scrap 
metal. Take all necessary safety precautions and bring along a 
buddy to watch from another car and get help if you screw up. 

Maybe you have one of the new beasts with an anti-lock 
braking system so you don't think you need to know all this 
stuff. 

Lots of luck. Murphy still lurks in the wings. 





If you spend any time at all on the streets or the road, you 
see a lot of drivers habitually do really stupid things. Ifa driver 
switched lanes once without looking first, and sideswiped a 
cement truck, that driver, upon being released from the 
hospital, instead of learning to look where he's going, will 
probably show a distinct aversion to changing lanes for the rest 
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of his life. This is the driver that hangs behind you in your lane 
while you slow way down to try to find an address or make a 
turn, even though there are two empty lanes available for 
passing and nobody else in sight 

Some drivers hate to accelerate. When they're driving the 
front car in line at the traffic light, and the light turns green, 
they hesitate for a bit and then slloooowwllyyy pull away. 
Then they will slowly pick up speed until they are doing fifty- 
five in a thirty-five zone. I assume most of them once got into 
trouble by accelerating too quickly without adequately 
checking the scene over. Rather than learning to be 
consciously aware of traffic conditions, they learn to not 
accelerate. 

Maybe you've heard the one about the cat who sits on the 
hot stove. He never sits on a hot stove again. He also never 
sits on a cold stove again. Ignoring the fact that I don't 
particularly want my cat sitting on my stove anyway, hot or 
cold, I get the point: we all tend to be easily programmed by 
trauma, just like that cat. 


I've noticed that the people who ignorantly obstruct others 
in traffic tend to do the same thing at the supermarket; sweet 
little grannies and uptight, overdressed yuppies alike, parking 
their shopping carts crosswise of the aisle, blocking a dozen 
people while they attempt to decipher the ingredients on the 
Malt-O-Meal box; then fifteen minutes later you see the same 
person doing fifteen miles an hour in the fast lane during rush 
hour, or, conversely, endangering everybody in sight by 
driving their sports-rec vehicle like Evel Knievel on nitrous 
oxide. 


stenseue! nel 


Thave found that a good, quick way to check out a person's 
real philosophy of life and thinking habits is to watch their car 
in the traffic dance. I don't mean whether they grumble and 
cuss at other drivers; I'm referring to their measure of courtesy 
in maneuvering and how alert they remain to maintaining the 
smooth, uninterrupted flow of traffic. I must admit, perhaps I 
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discount the significance of grumbling and cussing partly 
because I tend to grumble and cuss. 





One night, many years ago, I was driving a friend's car 
through a heavy snowstorm as he and his lady sat beside me. I 
had been delegated the driving honors on the strength of my 
years in Canada, driving and racing on ice and snow six 
months out of the year. The storm was unusually severe for 
this far south. We were on a two-lane road, miles from any 
town. The snowfall was heavy and the traffic was sparse. 

Suddenly, with no warning at all, 1 found myself about two 
hundred feet above the car, in the darkness. I could see the tiny 
car on the road below me 

For an instant I panicked, then, realizing my life was 
hanging in the balance, I forced myself back in control and 
took quick stock of the situation. 

My first reaction was to think I must be in a dream, since 
what was happening was clearly impossible within the context 
of the world I knew and had always known. Somehow I knew 
this was not the case. Fortunately, I chose to deal with the 
situation as a real one, where I could be killed and not "just 
wake up." 

By paying careful attention to the whole experience, I 
found that only my visual point of view had been transferred 
into the air above the car. Although, from what I could see, I 
was high above the road in the darkness and blowing snow, I 
still felt warm. | could feel my butt against the seat and my 
hands on the wheel. I could hear the sound of the car radio and 
my friends' conversation, but if | turned to look at them, at the 
places their voices seemed to be coming from, all I could see 
was the murkiness of the blizzard. 1 could feel my body, my 
hands and feet, but I couldn't see them. 

Peering down through the swirling snowstorm, | carefully 
steered the car down the road until I could see a place wide 
enough to allow me to pull off the road and park. It was 
exactly like operating some kind of radio-controlled model 
down a model highway, except that if 1 screwed up, I and my 
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friends might die. 

As I slowed the car to a stop on the road far below me, I 
looked around at my surroundings. Coming toward me from 
ahead, way off in the distance, barely visible through the 
storm, I could see a big semi-truck approaching from behind a 
big hill. I could tell it was a big truck from the orange and 
green running lights along the top and sides of the cab. Even 
though it would have been completely hidden from the 
viewpoint of a person in the car below, my lofty vantage gave 
me a clear view of it. Then right behind it came the two 
headlights of an automobile, and then further behind that, one 
yellow headlight 

By this time our car was fully stopped below me. Somehow 
I "closed my eyes." I said to myself, "When I open my eyes, I 
will be back in the car." 

It was so. 

I took a couple of deep breaths and pulled the car back 
onto the road and we continued our journey back to the city. 
As we tooled down the road I explained to my friends why I 
had momentarily parked on the shoulder. I also told them 
about the truck and the two cars I had seen approaching from 
ahead. As we topped the rise, we could see them coming in the 
distance, from behind the big hill ahead, a semi, then an 
automobile, then a space, and then another car, with one 
yellow headlight. 





As we swept by the old car with the lone yellow headlight, 
She said, "You aren't planning to do that again, are you?" 
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Chapter Seven 
Of Cabbages, Kings and Side-Doors 


From my travels, over the years, I've found that most 
people who live way out in the countryside on farms usually 
know most of the people who live in their area, even if they 
live five or ten miles away. 

In urban residential areas. few people know everybody on 
their block. 

In the city, many people don't even know the names of the 
people in the next apartment. This suggests to me that there 
may be something like an ideal human population density, so 
that people under the window of comfort will tend to seek the 
acquaintance and sometimes company of others, while those 
above it may tend to shun these 


Some years back, I lived in Toronto, Ontario, Canada, in a 
huge old three-story building off Bloor Street. It had originally 
been an enormous private residence, but had long since been 
converted into a number of one and two-room apartments. 
There was a bathroom on each floor and one big kitchen on 
the ground floor at the back. The tenants were American, 
Canadian, German, Jamaican, Pakistani, Japanese, English and 
Chinese, all in the one building. It was more a togetherment 
than an apartment. We called it "the little U.N.." There was 
always somebody in the kitchen, at any hour. For a few 
months, three Italian brothers practically lived in the kitchen. I 
think one of them was supposed to be going with one of the 
girls who lived in the building. 

Of course, there was usually always somebody in the 
bathrooms, too. 

Contrary to normal expectations, we got along with each 
other very well. We were by no means all good friends; some 
of us didn't particularly like others of us, but there was no 
rancor, no vindictiveness, no discourtesy. Perhaps it may have 
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been because there was no majority of any one culture or 
background to group together against others 

It was like no other time or place I have ever known. In the 
streets of the neighborhood, many of the people recognized 
each other by name and said hello, even though they didn't 
share any language together more than perhaps a little very 
primitive, rudimentary English, and some not even that. There 
were so many different cultures represented on every block 
that an interpreter could almost always be found when needed. 

For example: one day when I was taking my turn raking the 
leaves off the walk in front of our building, a smiling, brown- 
skinned stranger walked up and said "Hello" to me. He then 
proceeded to try five or six different languages on me, 
unfortunately, to no avail. 

A neighbor from next door, who was from someplace in 
Indonesia, came over to see what was up. He smiled at us and 
began to try languages on the stranger. After six or eight tries, 
and no hits, my neighbor mimed deep thought, scratching his 
head, frowning and holding his chin. Suddenly, he jumped and 
snapped his fingers. bright-eyed, as ifto say, "AHA!" 

Then he mimed calling for help. Silently he pretended to 
shout, his hands cupped to his mouth; then he mimed listening 
for an answer, slightly bent over, his hand cupped to his ear; 
then he grinned and gestured to the stranger as if to say, "Go 
ahead." 

The stranger grinned back at him, then at me; then he 
cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted out a few short 
words to the whole neighborhood in general. 1 couldn't 
understand a single word, but after about a minute, a very tall, 
brown-skinned lady came out of the front door of a building 
across the street and a couple of buildings north of us. She had 
a big, white towel wrapped around her head and she was 
laughing. She spoke with the stranger and it was quickly 
learned that his brother lived at the same number as ours, but 
two streets west of us. 

We all laughed and bobbed little bows to each other and 
went our separate ways. 

There is no particular point to be made from this story, 
except to note how different the scene is in most cities these 
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days, both in the States and Canada, roughly three decades 
later. 

When there's a willingness to communicate, a willingness 
to recognize equality and validity in others, the human spirit 
will always find a way. 

In Canada, back in those days, most of the local police and 
many of the federals, the famous Mounties, had a sort of 
unofficial hands-off policy toward the counterculture. Unless 
some kind of violence or serious crime had occurred, or a lot 
of complaints had been received, they would generally not 
harass the denizens of the soft drug culture, the hippies and 
artists and bikers and such. Even then, there were occasionally 
some doors broken down and some heads cracked, but things 
had not yet escalated into a widespread war. This had some 
good results 

The hippies and artists and musicians would move into a 
slum area, where the rent was very low, and begin to 
transform it into little galleries and coffeeshops and clothing 
stores. Then the jewelry shops would come in and the little 
used-book stores. Pretty soon, the crowds of patrons would 
start to show up, to shop and be entertained. Then the rent 
would start to slowly go up and the fancy galleries and young 
lawyers and advertising agencies would start to trickle in, 
slowly displacing the hippies, some of whom would have made 
their fortunes and settled down. The others would move to a 
new area and the process would begin again. 

I moved away from Ontario over twenty-five years ago 
and, although I haven't been back except for very brief visits 
and didn't have time to check out the old neighborhood, my 
friends there have described to me what has happened since 
then. Apparently, the Eastern and Central Canadians imported 
the American Drug War some years back and the more the 
screws were tightened, the more the cities became like 
American cities, places of distrust and uneasiness, occasional 
battlegrounds. In contrast, British Columbia seems to be more 
tolerant of the cannabis culture than almost anywhere outside 
Germany and The Netherlands, and the result is a much more 
easygoing atmosphere and friendly attitude than in the rest of 
the country. 
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Even back all those years ago, among the hippies and the 
artists, there was sometimes a problem with violence and I 
think a lot of it came from the same source as the violence in 
the cities these days: alienation from the forces of law and 
order. When the same processes and policies that are used to 
ferret out and punish killers and thieves and sex criminals are 
used to enforce an unwanted conservative moral code on the 
counter-culture, the people learn to distrust the cops and they 
stop reporting crime. If you were a Polish Jew in 1942, would 
you turn in another Jew to the Nazis, even if he was a lying, 
rotten thief? If you were a black citizen living on the outskirts 
of Birmingham in the forties or early fifties, would you have 
reported a brother, even if he was a damned pickpocket? The 
hippies and Rastafarians and bikers would tend to either ignore 
the more criminally-natured among them or take the matter 
into their own hands; both solutions increased lawlessness and 
the slow breakdown of the sort of confidence needed to keep 
a society together. 

In a lifestyle war, nobody wins. 





How we lost World War II 


Some years back, an inventive genius named Alec Issigonis 
reinvented the automobile. He used the same basic 
components used in cars around the world, but arranged them 
in a completely new way, greatly increasing the safety, 
economy and efficiency of the finished product. 

He turned the engine sideways and put the transmission 
under it, with the clutch sticking out one side of the combined 
units. This saved a lot of room and shortened the car body, 
provided a solid battering ram in front of the passenger 
compartment for safety in a collision and made it much easier 
to replace a clutch 

He designed the car with front-wheel-drive, which 
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eliminated the tunnel running through the passenger 
compartment and made it handle better than anything on the 
road at the time, especially on slick or icy surfaces. The overall 
design provided the highest proportion of usable space to 
overall size of any auto ever made. Those of you in the know 
will recognize that I'm describing the Austin or Morris Mini, 
built in England from about 1958 to the present day. 

The car caught on immediately. Millions of them were 
made and sold around the world. The little 850cc version 
would do an honest 70 miles an hour and get over 50 miles per 
gallon doing it. The 1275 Cooper § version, after tweaking to 
the Canadian Auto Sports Club's legal limit would do over 140 
miles per hour and turn comers at twice the speed of any other 
car. 

One of my friends had a drunk driver in a 1960 Pontiac 
four-door-sedan cross the centerline and hit his Mini head-on 
on one of the backroads of rural Ontario. The Mini was back 
on the road in a month, after about $600 worth of repair. My 
friend wasn't hurt. The Pontiac was totalled and the driver 
spent three weeks in the hospital. 

The little car was so well-received and loved that enough 
of them were sold to begin to have a measurable positive effect 
on the suffering British economy. This didn't go unnoticed. 
Steps were taken. 

Suddenly, certain United States Government bureaus and 
departments decided that Minis were unsafe, they were a half- 
inch too short, the wheels were too small, they were too low 
to the ground. etc. etc. It was decided to deny them 
permission to import any more autos into the U.S. 

Immediately, in this same time period, a new Japanese car 
became available: the Honda Civic, with its sideways engine 
with the transmission underneath, front-wheel-drive and most 
of the other features of the Mini except the brilliant design, 
personality and handling. While the Civic was never the fine 
car the Mini was, Honda had one extremely important 
advantage that the Mini lacked: access to the American 
market, thanks to the American bureaucracy. 

While there were many other factors involved, it's pretty 
obvious that the shift from the Minis to the Hondas had a lot 
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to do with the decline of the British economy and the rapid rise 
of Japan's automaking industry. The resulting effect on the 
American economy is also sadly obvious. 

How much do you want to bet that some enterprising cartel 
of entrepreneurs from the Land of the Rising Sun didn't find a 
way to contribute to the quality of life of some of those 
charged with such decisions, either by paying out a 
considerable stack of cash or by reftaining from reporting 
some potentially-embarrassing information they had managed 
to learn, in exchange for making the ill-advised decision, based 
on decidedly shaky ground, that produced such bad 
consequences for both the US and UK automakers? 

I have no proof to present to you, but I leaned this version 
of the story from a slightly tipsy lower-echelon bureaucrat in 
Washington, D.C. back in 1979, and he didn't know I had any 
interest in Minis or that I had ever owned one until after he had 
told me the whole story. He said a number of his co-workers 
a few rungs up the ladder suddenly had windfalls and retired. 
He was indignant that he had missed out on the grease. 


Business as usual. 
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Too often, when we're faced with the prospect of 
immanent total success, we fall victim to the MacBeth effect 

MacBeth was given a vision that he would be King. Rather 
than have faith in the vision and prepare himself to be a great 
and good ruler, a mighty helmsman to his countrymen, he 
doubted, and panicked, and began to try to eliminate all the 
people he saw as standing in his way. Rather than becoming a 
great King, he became a dead oath-breaking murderer. 

It's so easy in the heat of the chase to forget that winning 
with loaded dice is not really winning. A person might manage 
to get the stuff of a winner, the tangible rewards, but the 
human spirit cannot remain long satisfied with mere stuff. 

You can never get enough of what you didn't really want in 
the first place. 

You can sure pile up lost and wasted lifetimes, trying, 
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Most of us, if we are suddenly confronted with what we 
really do want the most, freeze up or freak out or collapse into 
twitching incoherency. The rest don't even recognize it. They 
discard it in their fervid quest for its various substitutes. 





Observe what most people do if they happen to meet a 
person who exceeds all their standards of beauty and 
intelligence and who seems to fulfill all of their dreams and 
hopes as the perfect prospective mate, and that person is 
treating them with interest and respect. Most people grimace 
and smirk, look at their shoes, adjust their hair and babble 
nonsense. 
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One morning at the apartment just off Bloor Street, I woke 
up and, while my lady slept on, got dressed and strolled down 
the street to the little cafe, at the end of the block. 

I ordered a big breakfast and watched the people in the 
cafe, and, through the front window, the people passing by out 
on the street, while I waited for my meal. 

My breakfast was served by the waiter. Like many of the 
people in the neighborhood, we knew each other, but not by 
name. He left the bill with the meal, which was customary. 

I reached for my fork. 

I couldn't pick up my fork. 

My fingers just sort of slipped through the fork, or vice 
versa. 

I was sitting at my usual table but I suddenly noticed that T 
couldn't feel my butt on the seat 

Practically in shock, but with a strange sense of clarity, I 
realized I was dreaming, but somehow not a normal dream. 
Somehow my dream was happening in the real world: people 
in the real world were seeing my dream-self as though it were 
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real. I realized I couldn't pay for the meal with dream-money 
Suddenly my main concern became to avoid embarrassment 
and attempt to preserve my dignity and reputation. I can't say 
why I didn't see this as an incredible opportunity to test the 
limits of reality or to find some way to use the miraculously 
strange situation in an attempt to gain wealth or fame; I 
suppose I could have purposely, visibly, walked out of the 
cafe, through one of the walls instead of the door, but it just 
didn't occur to me at the time. That's the way it is in dreams, 
usually. 

I got up from my booth and walked to the cash register. I 
said to the man at the counter, "I forgot my wallet; leave my 
food on the table and I'll run home and get my money and 
come right back." 

He said okay. 

I planned to go back to the apartment and get my body up 
and get dressed and come back and have my breakfast. I left 
the cafe, by carefillly slipping out the door as it was closing 
behind another customer, turned left at the corner and walked 
past the old maple tree that stood at the corner of the street. 


I awoke at around eleven, got dressed and prepared to go 
down the block for breakfast. As I brushed my hair at the 
mirror, my ladyfriend said, "1 thought you got up earlier and 
went out, but then I looked over and you were still right here, 
sound asleep." 

I said, "That's pretty strange," and we smiled at each other 
and I took off for the cafe. 

As I came through the front door, the man at the cash 
register said, "Where did you go this morning? You never 
came back; your breakfast got cold and we fed it to the cat." 

I blanched and broke out in prickles as I remembered the 
dream. 

He wouldn't let me pay for the wasted meal. He shook his 
head and said, "It's crazy, but some way that guy this morning, 
he looked just like you, but not like you. Maybe it was your 
brother; maybe I imagined the whole thing.” 
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Every life contains countless magical opportunities, where 
the nature of the real reality peeps through the hairline cracks 
in the illusion created by space, time and our fearful 
dishonesty. There are as many successful ways to negate and 
counteract that vision as there are chances to grasp it. When 
you have sold your mind and body and integrity for some 
aspect of this world, the last thing you want is to be reminded 
that it is illusory and transitory. 

Like the fella said, it all depends on where you bank. 
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Let me tell you about a man who lives in a middle-sized city 
out on the prairie, who is, among other things, a musician, 
painter and precious-metalsmith, Among his friends, 
associates and co-workers, very few of them know that he has 
also had some training from various adepts at certain forgotten 
and sometimes forbidden arts 

A science-fiction/fantasy writer once wrote a series of 
books about a character so similar to this man as to be nothing 
less than uncanny, even to the point of having practically the 
same first and last name, apparently without ever having met 
or heard of him. 

After having three or four different friends tell him he 
should "check out these books," he bought the set. He was 
amazed at the countless similarities between the title character 
and himself, and wrote her a letter listing them and inviting her 
to respond and comment. He didn't accuse her of using him 
for a character; the letter was more in the line of: "Isn't this an 
interestingly odd circumstance, sort of mysterious, almost 
miraculous in its synchronicity?" 

Eventually he received a semi-form-letter, advising him 
coldly that such coincidences are inevitable, given the large 
number of people in the world; that her writings come entirely 
from her own imagination and are not based on or derived 
from anything or anybody else; basically thank you and don't 
bother me. 

I've heard it said that Alfred Hitchcock hated any sort of 
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mystery and absolutely 

abhorred suspense of any kind in his own life. They say he got 
his glee from inflicting it on others so well they would gladly 
pay for the privilege of being tormented, 

I wonder what would happen if someday a magician found 
that he could actually do magic, without any tricks or sham 
That might be the ultimate thrill for a magician. 

Or perhaps the ultimate fear, if it ever started to happen. 

It reminds me of an old conundrum: "What if your 
heartbeat suddenly fell under your conscious control instead of 
working automatically?" The answer is: "Eventually, you 
would fall asleep from exhaustion and it would either fall back 
under your unconscious control or it would stop and you 
would die." 

Now, extend that all the way: "What if you found out you 
were creating the whole world, completely creating your own 
experience, as it were, creating everybody else and their 
behavior too?" That's why that clenched fist in the solar plexus 
comforts us and also why we freak out if we are subjected, 
untrained, to free-fall, where there is nothing for the fist to 
clench anymore: we need a world that is a given, one we can 
depend on, one that is solid, material and unforgiving, one we 
obviously can't change or control, to protect us from our 
responsibility. 





Here's some Science Fiction from one of my 
neighborhood's certified aliens: 


Damion says Starship Captains have a whole human life for 
their childhood. He says the Star-Farers watch for a person 
who is still young, still learning, when they are old; someone 
who hasn't crystallized or solidified or turned into a machine 
When such a person dies, the Star-Farers collect the essence 
and re-embody it. 

He says Starship Captains are immortal in a sense, in that 
they live very long lives in perfect health, and in another sense 
because of the relativistic effects of their long voyages at near- 
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light-speed. 

Damion says our scientists think Einstein revealed an 
absolute limit to velocity because they don't understand the 
illusory nature of spacetime. He says the speed of light is a 
mirror and that it doesn't take any particular velocity to get to 
where you already are. He says all the strange properties 
attributed to the Einsteinian Universe are caused by our 
calculations based on the misapprehension that time is a 
constant. He says time is a space through which any number of 
timelines are possible. 

The upshot of this, if I understand him at all, is that 
Starship Captains don't run out of lifetime like the rest of us, 
but they run out of time itself. 


On the other hand, last winter he told me that time runs the 
other way on the "other side of the 'C'," so "Starship Captains 
can go over there to rewind their clocks." 


Tasked him which one of these explanations, if either, was 
really true. He said "Both." 





Damion says he can tell if somebody was a Starship 
Captain the last time around. He says that after enough 
centuries, subjective time, most Captains are glad to park the 
ship and release their essence to enter another regular human 
life. He says the previous experience as a Captain gives that 
life a kind of recognizable charisma or strength or skill. 





I have been told that one of the purposes of the Hopi 
Kachina Dancers, in their strange masks and costumes, and the 
dolls so carefully modeled after them, is to de-sensitize the 
people of the mesas, especially the children, to the Star-Farers, 
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with their 
strange bodies and faces, evolved under the light of other suns. 
They say somewhere in the vicinity of the San Francisco Peaks 
lies the ancient Star-Base where the original Kachina People 
used to leave their Starships for the long trek across Hopiland 
to Oraibi 


Sct El nec 





In case you are one of the many people who have read and 
studied and discussed the world's religions and philosophies, 
trying to find something valid among all the self-serving 
rationalizations and explanations, I'd like to suggest you study 
the world-view of the Hopi people, which doesn't exactly fit 
the description of a religion or philosophy, but which neatly 
contains both. I definitely don't recommend that you run off to 
Arizona to try to find a Hopi Medicine Person to teach you. 
They are so busy trying to survive and counteract the negative 
effects of having their ancient civilization be surrounded by 
our venality, corruption, violence, pollution and television, 
they haven't got time to listen to stories about how much 
somebody is longing for enlightenment or why they deserve it. 
Most modern "civilized" people seem to think they could just 
“learn the secret" and arrive at enlightenment. In fact, this 
would be pretty close to having somebody take an hour or two 
to explain to you how to fly an F-15 or a HUEY, and you just 
going out and getting in by yourself and flying away. 


Lotsa Luck. 





I find it interesting that in all the museums in the American 
desert and in all the ancient ruins, the captions under the 
photographs and the guidebooks and the signs say that the 
inhabitants of Mesa Verde and Hovenweep, Lowery and 
Chaco Canyon and all the others were "Pueblo Indians” or "the 
Anasazi.” "Pueblo" is Spanish for "small town." The Spanish 
didn't show up until the fifteen hundreds, when these people 
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had already lived in the area for thousands of years. "Anasazi" 
is a word in the language of the Dineh, the people currently 
called Navajo, Anasazi means approximately "Ancient 
Strangers." The Dineh have lived in the area for less than a 
thousand years. The people being described by those foreign 
terms have their own language and have lived in the same 
place for well over 3000 years. 

They are the Hopi. 

I suspect that there is a reason why they are habitually 
misrepresented by all the branches of government; I suspect it 
has something to do with sovereignty and residence and prior 
claims and the enormous amount of money and land retained 
by ignoring them. 





The original "cliff-dweller" civilization fragmented 
hundreds of years ago for some not entirely understood 
reason. The anthropologists seem to think it had something to 
do with a great drought and the loss of vital support from 
changes in local vegetation. For some reason, people who had 
lived for countless generations together, packed into beautiful 
but small stone apartments and towers, often perched high on 
the sides of sheer cliffs and overhangs, suddenly moved down 
to the lower elevations and began to live apart in small, semi- 
isolated family groups. 


In every place they lived together or gathered in larger 
groups, among the ruins is found the kiva. Imagine a round 
room, underground, a flat floor and ceiling, a stone bench 
running all the way around the room, near the center of the 
circle a place for a fire, sometimes with an elaborate 
ventilation system built right into the stone, to provide fresh air 
for the fire. The kiva is entered and exited through a hole in the 
center of the roof of the chamber, by means of a ladder. 

According to the anthropologists, the women and children 
were not allowed near the hole to the kiva, “lest they be seized 
by the spirits." This may or may not be so, but I find it very 
interesting in the light of something I was told many years ago. 
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Just by happenstance, I met a lady anthropologist at a party 
in Denver. We struck up an immediate friendship and 
occasionally thereafter attended social functions together. One 
night late she told me about her years working for the Parks 
Service and the excavations she assisted with and sometimes 
led. She said she had got herself in some serious difficulties by 
insisting on publishing information she had gained in this 
work, serious enough trouble that she had finally surrendered 
to the powers that be and desisted from the attempts. She said 
she had found a substance in almost all of the fire-pits in the 
kivas she excavated. 

She looked at me for a long time. She said, "If you ever tell 
anybody about this, don't mention my name." 

I said, "What did you find?" 

She said, "Charred hemp seed." 





Some years ago, I had my own magical experiences in 
some of those lost canyons in the Four-Comers-Country. 
Impossible things were done; the normal barriers of time and 
space were made pretzels of. However, over the years, it has 
become clear to me that although these things are wonderful 
and exciting and intriguing, they have a tendency to distract 
the attention from far more important matters. 

I suggest that before you drop everything and go looking 
for the Star-People, consider: what if they were really right 
outside your door? What if it were provably true? Would most 
people suddenly pull their corrupt heads out of their selfish 
asses and become friends to the Spirit of Life and themselves? 
Even a few of us? 

If not, to Hell with it. Just more of the same old shit; 
levitating pianos; new chapter, same old book. 


My favorite reading material is Science Fiction/Fantasy, 
not the blood-and-guts Space Opera section of the genre, but 
the sort of stuff written by Terry Pratchett, C. J. Cherryh, 
Michael Bishop, A. E. Van Vogt and Frank Herbert, Theodore 
Sturgeon, Philip K, Dick, Harlan Ellison, M. K. Joseph, et al. 
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How many countless times I have longed for the Star People 
to come and rescue me from this sorry culture 


On the other hand, the most magical, powerful experiences 
I have ever had, the times I was in the Science-Fiction, the 
Fantasy, and it was real, I found out that I am this sorry place, 
and it's my duty to attempt to make it right. 


It's so much more exciting to go looking for the Saucer 
People than it is to learn to be honest with yourself and others; 
so much easier to search for higher consciousness than it is to 
keep your word; so much more fun to pursue the Cosmic 
Secret than to achieve a quiet heart 


The real magic, the real power, the real Door, is to get free 
from self-deception, to know yourself and exactly why you do 
what you do, 





The key is the ability to assume or vacate any position, at 
will 





Mungwe spat into the campfire and said, "The 
Philosopher's Stone, the Cornerstone that the builders have 
rejected, the Foundation, is Eternity, accessed through 
acceptance and knowledge of the inevitability of your own 
personal death. This is the only incontrovertible truth strong 
enough to counteract the false self's drive to survive and deny 
death 

"Look around you; open your eyes. 

"People everywhere live as though they are immortal, with 
plenty of time to waste being petty and bored and selfish." 
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INTERLUDE 


Peter Trayne sat back and stretched again, then took his 
empty cup to the coffee kettle and refilled it. He then took a 
small enameled pot from under the bunk and pissed in it 
Opening the back door of the cabin, he flung the contents of 
the pot out into the snow, rinsed the pot with a handful of 
snow from the railing, closed the door and then replaced the 
pot under the bed. 

Up on the mountainside, one of the men jostled the 
shoulder of another, awakening him, and pointed to the watch 
on his wrist. The former sleeper yawned and nodded and took 
his place at the pair of binoculars while the other composed 
himself on the floor of the tent. The third man never even 
looked up from his book. 

About a hundred feet above the tent, on a stone pinnacle 
swept clear of snow, almost invisible in his immobility, clad 
only in blue jeans and a light jacket in the bitter, killing cold, a 
small man with the tanned skin and hawk nose of a Tuareg or 
an American Indian sat and watched the tent and the cabin and 
silently smiled to himself. 

In the cabin below, Peter Trayne once again sat before the 
console and resumed his reading. 
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Chapter Eight 


A point surrounds all space 
on all sides 
-Coyote 


If it hadn't been for Raccoon, 
We might have been trapped forever. 
- Coyote 


Awhile back, while visiting friends with a murmuring TV in 
the background, I was amazed to see a listing for a TV 
preacher I will Euphemize as "Rev. Billy James Hoggish" on 
the religious channel. It made me think of a line from a Randy 
Newman song, "He may be a fool, but he’s our fool." 

I clearly remember the good feeling I got some years back, 
when I heard that they had finally caught Brother Billie 
porking some of the students at his famous religious college. 
The man who was the absolute supreme national living 
example of a racist religious quasi-patriotic megalomaniac got 
caught diddling Bible Students of both sexes and the news 
made it all the way to the pages of some of the major national 
newsmagazines, 

Now here he is, back on television. 

Apparently, his people find that they can manage to forgive 
and forget a little episode or two of adultery or sodomy as 
long as he continues to echo their own prejudices and 
fanaticism, all in the name of the Lord. 


noctandasligpaes 
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There was some small nostalgic nuance of that same feeling 
the evening I read that William Bennett, Bush's "Drug Czar," 
was a nicotine addict. The article said that he chewed nicotine 
gum and sometimes sneaked smokes. 

Nicotine, in the various forms of tobacco, kills more of us 
than all of the other addictive products combined, and that 
includes alcohol, as well as all the illegal things. The dying is 
often ugly, undignified, protracted and extremely painful, both 
for the addict and for the family and friends, as well as terribly 
expensive in most cases, often destroying the entire family 
financial base by transferring it to the already bloated 
healthcare cartels. 

Tobacco, nicotine, doesn't even give you a lift or make you 
high. The only thing nicotine can do for you is temporarily 
satisfy a craving for nicotine. When you first try it, until you 
become habituated (addicted), it usually makes you sick as 
Hell 

Face it, as addictive drugs go, nicotine is the drug of choice 
for people who are candidates for a Darwin Award 

Lest that seem too bigoted or harsh, let me say that some 
of my very best friends, people I know and love and trust and 
consider to be wise in most other respects, are apparently 
irretrievably strung out on this toxic shit and I hate what it is 
doing to their bodies. I have watched people I love slowly die 
from using this crap and 1 would like to avoid repeating the 
experience. 

There are no positive aspects of nicotine use. The only 
reason to start smoking tobacco is vanity, to look cool. Most 
dope either gives you alternate viewpoints or insights, or 
makes you temporarily feel better in some way. Nicotine just 
makes you sick at first, and then later, if you can't get some 
more, it makes you uptight and half crazy. 

As I have said more than once, if you want to see some 
REAL violence, try to outlaw and eradicate tobacco. This was 
an attempt to be ironic, to make a point. Now they are trying 
it. This is the latest crusade to control the populace and dictate 
personal choice, possibly being utilized to divert attention 
from the plethora of presidential peccadillos parading across 
the small screen these days. The violence and black market 
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and gang activity a tobacco ban will undoubtedly create should 
provide an opportunity to further gut the protections 
guaranteed by the late lamented United States Constitution 
and give various government agencies even more power over 
our lives and decisions. I fail to see how our legislators can 
pass up an opportunity like this. 


ere) eee 


Where in Hell do the William Bennetts of this world get 
off, sucking on their toxic gum and sticking other addicts in 
prison to be raped and brutalized and terrorized? 

I don't want a kinder, gentler Big Poppa America. I want 
the original America, the one they taught me about and 
promised me back in gradeschool, the one I learned to pledge 
allegiance to the flag of. I desperately want back the America 
of the American Dream and the United States Constitution, 
where government butts the hell out of our lives, lifestyles and 
personal decisions. 

King George III must be laughing at us from his grave. 
Somehow our representative government has been subverted 
into a system where we begin once again to have rulers, who 
now intrude on our privacy in ways George wouldn't have 
even considered. 


If there is going to be even the slimmest possibility of the 
survival of the American idea of personal liberty, the present 
policy of allowing official governmental secrecy simply must 
end. Far more is lost than gained by this practice. A 
misinformed, uninformed, propagandized electorate can't 
choose wisely. Official misuse of the various means of 
communication has become so blatant and widespread that the 
populace is divided into those whose agendas are served by 
the patently absurd bullshit and hence choose to believe it, and 
those who are being victimized and as a result hold the others 
in hateful contempt. 

Thave found it discouraging to note what aspects of human 
motivation most of the major candidates address their appeals 
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to, and to note that the sleaziest, lowest campaign almost 
always wins. 

The dozens of tabloids and newspapers at the grocery 
checkout stands rarely include the New York Times, the 
Washington Post or the Christian Science Monitor. Somebody 
buys all the millions of "I had Elvis' Baby Aboard a Flying 
Saucer!" bullshit rags. I have no doubt that most of them also 
vote, from the quality of candidates in the last few decades. 

If the United States of America is not to devolve even 
further into a police state, the immense power of the law and 
the courts must somehow no longer be used to perpetrate the 
tyranny of the majority. Individuals must be free to choose 
their own paths, subject only to those limitations necessary to 
protect this same right for others. 

The blindfold on the statue of justice is not supposed to 
mean stupidity or ignorance, but rather, impartiality. The 
scales she holds represent equality of justice, which is the same 
thing. In her other hand, she holds the sword, which is 
supposed to remind us that the power of the law is the power 
to do harm, and that as such, it should always be used 
sparingly, and only when absolutely necessary, to protect 
human life and property. 

Police power only works for the good when it's used to 
protect people and apprehend criminals. When it's used to try 
to punish sin or enforce a moral code, to "protect" people 
from themselves, the line is crossed into a police state, the 
people become divided, crime and violence increase, a black 
market is created, which begins to nibble away at the 
foundation of the society. The state itself becomes anti-life, an 
enemy to the Spirit of Life. 

All through human history, despots have justified 
repression on the grounds of preventing violence and 
protecting children. Just like in all of the other attempts, the 
effects of the Drug War have been to radically increase 
violence and endanger everyone, especially children 

What does it take for these fools to wake up? 

Or could it be that they know exactly what they are doing 
and have found ways to personally profit from all of it? 
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The ragged, bearded man standing on the grate in D. C., 
twelve winters ago summed it up pretty well. He said, "I took 
an oath to protect the Constitution of the United States with 
my life, if necessary, from all enemies, foreign and domestic. I 
have never rescinded that agreement. Now, tell me what the 
Hell do I do? In my heart, with God as my witness, I sincerely 
believe that the greatest enemies to the principles of the 
Constitution are the two political parties. the House and the 
Senate, the Presidency and the Supreme Court." He shook his 
head sadly and spat down through the steaming grate. "That's 
what I think," he said. 





Since I first began this work, Mr. Bennett has stepped 
down from his czarship and a new administration has taken the 
helm. Now, under the leadership of the Hillbilly Mafia, things 
have become even worse. Otherwise law-abiding citizens can 
still be sentenced to life in prison for merely growing hemp for 
their own use, while tons of tobacco products and rivers of 
alcoholic beverages still legally poison the bodies and minds of 
citizens while their pushers brag and posture from every 
billboard and magazine page. | am firmly pro-choice and anti- 
prejudice, but | still find it ironic and bizarre that while our 
new president is so clear about people's right to terminate their 
pregnancies and explore sexual deviance from the "norm," 
somehow people going to prison for growing hemp doesn't 
seem to bother him. Mr. Clinton obviously cares a great deal 
about his image and political future and finds it easier to 
pander to the prejudices of the electorate by continuing the 
violent persecution of the counterculture than it is to keep his 
pants zipped up. I personally think this evil folly has gone on 
so long and so many lives have been lost or destroyed that it's 
time to dredge up some real courage and end it now and let the 
healing begin. 
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President Clinton was quoted as saying, "We can't let drugs 
and drug-related crimes continue to ruin communities, 
threaten our children and fill up our prisons with wrecked and 
wasted lives." 


Wrong. 


Bill, you can't do anything else. You can't cure the measles 
by cauterizing the spots with a soldering iron. You can't stop 
people from making stupid choices by threatening them. You 
can't eliminate bad habits by passing laws and using violence 
against people. In fact, it's the Drug War and the drug laws 
that have created drug-related crime and continue to ruin 
communities, threaten our children and fill our prisons full of 
otherwise harmless people, wrecking and wasting their lives 
and those of their families. 


The newspaper says it's to be business as usual, plus 
100,000 more police officers to persecute, harass and arrest 
those who insist on getting high but aren't satisfied to roll the 
dice with lung cancer or flirt with drunkenness. Sorry, Mr. 
Bill, this ain't gonna cut it; the time demands real courage and 
large doses of the truth and it's grievously obvious your stock 
is inadequate 

There is only one way to end the stupidity and self- 
destruction, to wipe out the drug lords and dictators, to end 
the civil violence and nip off the gangs in the bud, to free up 
prison space for the incarceration of violent criminals and to 
get our national agenda back on track and off the over-taxed 
backs of the working citizens: the same method we used to 
end the debacle in Viet Nam: wise up and see that we are 
doing more harm than good and destroying what we claimed 
to be trying to protect; pack up and get out; de-criminalize the 
illegal substances and strictly control them; support rehab 
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programs by taxing the stuff; come down with both feet on 
anybody who provides this stuff to kids; handle hard-drug 
addiction as a medical problem, with prescriptions for addicts, 
and stop treating hemp like some deadly addictive poison and 
regulate it like booze and cigarettes; but, first of all, stop the 
lying and propaganda, stop the persecution, stop spending 
money on spurious "research," free the scientific community to 
learn the truth about all these things, and allow them to publish 
their findings. 





I honor the right to "life, liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness" not because it's in the founding documents of this 
nation, but because I find it to be valid. I honor the 
Constitution because it honors this right, not vice versa. In 
today's America, the sacred principles of liberty and self- 
determination are trampled, betrayed and denied daily, as 
normal practice, by those same people who give them the 
loudest lip-service. To me, hypocrisy is far uglier when it is 
wrapped in the red, white and blue. 

It should be clear that the right to life doesn't just refer to 
the right to remain alive, but to the right to have a life, one's 
own life, based on one's own choices and abilities. 

I think we need a new Bill of Rights; one more direct and 
less ambiguous, one harder to twist and subvert; something 
like the right to do your own will, to choose your own path, 
no matter how silly or useless it might appear to others, 
without any sort of abridgemenrt or limitation, as long as you 
carry your own weight and don't negatively effect others or 
their property. 

This would free up the might of the government and the 
police to concentrate on curbing crime-with-a-victim, violence 
against persons and property and lesser governing bodies! 
encroachements on these same sacred liberties, while the de- 
criminalization of sin and stupidity would remove the 
economic stimuli and burning resentment that drive many 
people to crime in the first place. 
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On the other hand, I would just as soon trust the present 
elected representatives to respect these principles as | would 
hire Charles Manson as a baby-sitter. 





Mungwe said it quite succinctly one afternoon by the old 
hidden well in Rock Creek Canyon, “What has happened to 
the religions and to America, to all the groups founded on high 
principles, is that they are made up of individual people, with 
all their personal covert agendas and habitual dishonesties, as 
well as the typical human tendency to react like pack animals 
and cover it with rationalization and tradition. Groups like to 
grow and be popular and they also like to demonize others.’ 
This leads to the tendency to value numbers rather than 
principles and usually results in a reversal of the original 
founding idea, often as a result of allowing control-freaks, 
what we used to call bullies' to join the group and do what 
bullies do to satisfy their aberrated personal agendas. The 
world is still being destroyed on the playground." 





I started reading at age four and I've averaged around three 
books a week since then. For quite a few years | concentrated 
on History, Religion and Philosophy, from the Big Five to the 
loonie fringe. 

One book stands out like a beacon above all the others. It 
is called the "Diamond Sutra" or sometimes, the "Diamond 
Cutter." It claims to be a direct translation of a conversation 
between Gautama Buddha and his sidekick, Subhuti, in the 
presence of over a thousand of those who had gathered to hear 
the words of truth 

For getting right to the heart of the matter and clearing 
away the crap, this book has no equal. The Diamond Sutra is 
so powerful, even in an English translation where many of the 
Sanskrit words have no direct correspondence, that most 
people simply can't make much sense of it, not daring to 
subject a vain and shaky personal foundation to such a test. 
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I have one friend who judged it to be nothing better than 
the very driest, most meaningless sophistry, and another who 
laughed and slapped her leg all the way through it. 


siecemens| Fels 


If you smoke tobacco or love somebody who does, here's 
a short little tip that might add some extra years to a smoker's 
fife: 

Don't talk when you are exhaling smoke. Most especially, 
don't shout or sing. Try not to cough when you are exhaling 
smoke. If you have just taken a big drag off your cigarette and 
you want to talk or shout or sing or cough, exhale first; clear 
your lungs and throat first. Take a fresh breath of air, or two, 
use that to propel your vocal apparatus. 

Speaking, singing, shouting, all rapidly vibrate the vocal 
cords apart and together again, hundreds, thousands of times 
a second. Coughing does something similar, but all in one 
violent burst. All of these actions serve to drive the irritating, 
potentially carcinogenic smoke into the stressed tissues, 
greatly multiplying the damage done. 

Many of the pop singers of yesteryear who were known to 
often "sing" smoke out with their songs, have died of throat 
cancer. This has also happened to a number of older smokers 
I have known over the years with the habit of "talking" smoke 
out during their treasured all-night gabfests. 

Don't do it kids; it looks cool, but it costs way too much. 





I met a man a few years ago who was the director of a 
drug-abuse and addiction program at a large city hospital. We 
were discussing the legal drugs. He said, "We used to justify 
the heavy penalties for marijuana by characterizing it as the 
entry drug to hard drug addiction, Now, although we have all 
known for years that the real entry drug is nicotine, we 
continue to allow it to be sold and heavily advertised, while we 
still persecute the pot smokers." 

He shook his head ruefully, "The biggest barrier to success 











remember that what you get for kicking tobacco isn't just most 
of your health back and a potentially longer life, but also the 
maturity and wisdom that are gained by practicing real self- 
discipline for a change. This is exactly the sort of voluntary 
suffering that leads to perfect enlightenment, remembrance of 
the ancient beginning and freedom. Except, to be honest, 
kicking Joe Camel is child's play compared to going cold 
turkey off the fruit of the tree of being better than others to 
avoid the yawning cold chasm of the way it really 

is 


Quitting Old King Nick is excellent training, though, no 
doubt 


Get yourself a Missouri Meerschaum (or equivalent) 


140 
in these programs is that we have completely lost our 
credibility with exactly those we claim to be trying to help. 
Their own honest personal experience tells them we're liars; 
why should they believe anything we say" 

Any addiction is harder to break if the substance was 
present in the gestation environment, for obvious reasons. In 
the case of tobacco, if the pregnant mother lived among 
smokers, even if she didn't smoke, some of this pre-habituation 
will still have taken place. "Home" will smell like cigarette 
smoke 

To be fair, "home," in human history and known pre- 
history, has smelled like many things. Cigarette smoke is 
frankly among the less noxious and harmful of these. 

If you are a nicotine addict and you really do want to stop 
poisoning yourself, but so far haven't been able to, here is a 
method that works, and is relatively trauma-free. 

Notice that | said "relatively." It's still hard as hell, but just 
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corncob pipe and a fresh pouch of Rum and Maple pipe 
tobacco. Throw all of your other tobacco products away or 
give them to somebody you don't like. 


Try to stop smoking; hold out as long as you can. 


When the craving gets to be too much for you, light up the 
pipe and take a few small hits of the rich pipe tobacco into 
your mouth. DON'T INHALE. Roll the smoke all around your 
mouth and around your tongue. You will get a good solid shot 
of nicotine from the tissues of your mouth and tongue to 
partially relieve the craving. If you have been making any 
effort at all to resist the craving, it will have been a while since 
you had any nicotine. If you smoked a cigarette right now, it 
would most likely make you feel dizzy or woozy, so the little 
microburst of nicotine you get from hitting the pipe may well 
be some of the most enjoyable tobacco smoking you have ever 
done. 

Don't fall for the temptation to take a little bit of the smoke 
into your lungs. The dose from your mouth will take a little bit 
longer to get into your biochemistry than one from your lungs, 
but not much 

The pipe helps to break the psychological habit, based on 
conceit, which is the original motivation for most nicotine 
addiction. The corncob pipe is the most mild, least harmful 
way to smoke, outside of a water-pipe, but it is also, socially, 
the least "cool" way to smoke, since it makes you look like 
Mammy or Pappy Yokum or Snuffy Smith. Rum and Maple is 
a pipe tobacco that isn't particularly offensive to others, it 
doesn't have the typical awful stink of most pipe tobaccos and 
cigars, and it tastes good to most cigarette smokers. 

Avoid holding your tongue right where the smoke is 
coming out of the pipestem, so you don't get what they call 
“tongue-bite"; this stuff is still toxic, you know. 

Always take a little less than you want. It usually takes a 
person from two to five weeks to finally just leave the pipe in 
the drawer and forget about it. 

If you are an alcoholic, this won't work; kick that one first. 
If you drink Alcohol 
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socially, cut it out until you have kicked nicotine. Alcohol 
removes your better judgement, causing you to make your 
choices in favor of instant gratification, To be willing to suffer 
a little bit of nicotine deprivation so as to avoid a lingering 
death from lung cancer is not something to be expected from 
a person on alcohol. 


GOOD LUCK ! 





On the other hand, if you have chosen to continue to enjoy 
smoking tobacco and you're damned sick and tired of being 
treated like an irresponsible idiot who doesn't deserve to 
mingle with others, 1 sympathize with you and I think you are 
being treated unfairly. To reiterate, the coercive power of 
governments is more potentially dangerous and harmful than 
all of our bad or questionable habits taken together. Life 
without liberty and freedom of personal choice is a living 
death. In the final analysis, all we have are our experiences; 
anyone who limits our right to choose our own path takes 
away our most valuable and personal treasure. The only valid 
excuse to do this is when it's necessary to protect the identical 
rights of others. 

The tobacco culture is now feeling the results of years of 
applauding the battle against the cannabis culture. Now the 
shoe has swapped feet. The beer-pushers have been donating 
their support to the War on Hemp for decades; I wonder when 
the other shoe will drop. 

Another incredible irony related to all this is that the 
method of psychological motivation and manipulation used in 
Drug War propaganda is practically identical to that of the 
pushers of tobacco products. The contempt toward the 
mentality of American youth shown by things like the famous, 
ever-repeated, fried-egg/brain-on-drugs TV spot is also 
embodied by Joe Camel and the Marlboro Man, et al. 


The TV propaganda blitz that typifies the Drug War is 
really pointed at the Christians and other conservatives, those 
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who have no experience with psychoactive materials, in order 
to confirm their prejudices so as to gain and retain their 
financial and political support. Those who write the scripts for 
these spots know they are total fabrications and can be trusted 
to alienate those they pretend to be trying to save. This is 
business as usual in today's America, where everything can be 
bought. 


The main result of the Drug War, as fought in the schools, 
is to greatly increase the tendency of kids at risk to distrust and 
reject authority, having been lied to so often. The resultant 
anger and resentment are at the heart of much of the violence 
in our society. 





We still have the scribes and the pharisees with us, only the 
names have been changed. They are like decorated litter- 
boxes: outside, pretty flowers and little pictures of cows and 
geese; inside, chopped-up gravel and old catshit. 





Grey Wolf was dipping a kettleful of cold, clear water out 
of the spring in the grotto at Hovenweep Canyon. He squinted 
up at me from where he was squatting on the bank of the small 
pool. The sun shone down on him in shifting beams, dappled 
by the breeze-tossed cottonwoods. The voice on my little 
portable radio was murmuring something about "the wisdom 
of Solomon." 

He snorted loudly. 

"I think that Solomon of yours was an asshole and a creep," 
he said, “definitely not ‘the wisest man who ever lived.’ Why 
would a really wise person waste the rare opportunity of a 
human life by goin' Hollywood and revelin' in grandiosity and 
self-indulgence." 

He smiled wryly down at the pool and shook his head. 
"Four hundred wives," he said, and spat in the dust. 

"This is undoubtedly some sort of a record," he said, "But 
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not one of great wisdom." 





Mungwe says the problems of our interactions often come 
from nailing down a pivot-point or fulcrum somewhere in the 
middle of them. I thing this is what they mean by a "zero-sum" 
game, where if somebody wins, somebody else must lose. 

Some people can only fully experience feelings of self- 
respect when despising or discounting others. It is as though 
they are compulsively stuck in the transaction of 
floccipaucinihilipilification, constrained to judge either 
themselves worthless or others. I recall a saying of Mungwe's, 
"Choose your story carefully: if you insist on being Little Red 
Riding Hood, at some time you will have to be Granny, and 
the Woodcutter . . . and the Wolf." 

Some people can only feel satisfied to own something if 
nobody else has one. | remember, as if it were yesterday, a 
ragged, unbathed, illiterate man my father and I came across 
one early morning while squirrel-hunting in the Arkansas 
River-bottoms in eastern Oklahoma, just after the end-of the 
second world war. He proudly showed me a pearl-handled 
pocket-knife. "Very few white men got one of these here," he 
said, "and no niggers at all." 

When a person's attention is obsessively focused on his 
comparative status within an imaginary pecking order, abetted 
by all the normal human ability toward rationalization and 
dishonesty, he is effectively protected from the discomfort of 
any sort of true self-analysis and from the voice of conscience. 

Periodically these folks have their day in control of society 
and government, and chaos and tragedy always follow. We 
hover on the edge of this as I write. 

Some of us believe in a racist, fascist America, where they 
themselves would be like ruling conquerors and others would 
"know their place." 

Some of us believe in a happy, paternalistic America where 
the government is all-powerful and nobody has guns. 
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Some of us believe in a happy, Christian America where the 
government is all-powerful and nobody has abortions. 
Obviously many of us believe in a Christian Nation where 
nobody drinks or uses tobacco or drugs, where we all go to 
church and pay our tithe and nobody rocks the boat. 

The political parties and factions that pander to these 
groups in order to gain influence and votes are similar to the 
many different churches in that they serve neither their own 
people nor the principles they proclaim. 

In both cases, by the time the Walrus and the Carpenter 
have threshed out all of the philosophical conundrums, the 
poor oysters have been eaten for lunch, again, as usual. 





Approximately one hundred and eighty-five years ago, a 
wise but cranky old man said that there is only one human 
story, but it is long and involved. Mungwe says that there is 
only one puzzle, but there are as many starting places as there 
are separate beings. To which, I assume, Subhuti would say, 
"But they are not separate beings, they are called separate 
beings.” 
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Chapter Nine 


The Way Out 


The way out is through the door. 
Why is it nobody will use this method ? 
-Kung Fu Tze 


Although it may follow years, even lifetimes, of searching 
and preparation, enlightenment comes in a flash. A very close 
brush with death, an out-of-body experience, a trans-life deja 
vu, even an experience with one of the psychedelic substances; 
anything that produces just the right shock at the right time 
can unlock the doors and windows to unfettered perception 
and tip a person over the edge into remembering the ancient 
beginning. 


Unfortunately, the right shock at just the wrong time can 
sometimes tip a person over the other side into ego inflation, 
religious fanaticism or the mind-death of addiction to a cult. 
The best touchstone to test which has occurred is the fact that 
true enlightenment is a state of being and doesn't require 
allegiance to any group or faithfulness to any idea or doctrine. 
The transformation of genuine enlightenment reverses the 
relationship with the mind. The mind, with all its programs and 
habits and chains, slips out of the saddle when the spirit 
awakens, when the being remembers, and resumes its 
legitimate role as vehicle. 





When anesthesia kicks, drops, or shoves you out of your 
nervous system, you tend to drop your pain and anxiety at the 





147 


door on your way out. When you slide back in again, it seems 
to have disappeared, along with any pain that happened while 
you were out (the operation, or whatever). 

Transformation of consciousness is often accompanied and 
preceded by some form of the fear of dying or madness, the 
fear of involuntary loss of self. The natural state of things is 
balance and sanity, so it takes great effort for each of us to 
resist enlightenment. To pass over the border, first you must 
confront the barriers created by lifetimes of that resistance. 

The mind has a special category for information and 
memories that are considered too primal, too traumatic, too 
potentially dangerous to be allowed to manifest in the scope of 
normal life; information that might blow away most of our 
cherished misconceptions like shadows struck by sunlight. 

This stuff is all stored under the heading: 


ACCESS ONLY UNDER DIRE 
LAST MINUTE 
LIFE-OR-DEATH NEED. 


At the door to the storage area, patiently waiting, you will 
find all the stuff from the operations and the anesthesia and the 
infant terrors and every time you ever accessed this area. 

Potent Stuff. 

All the prenatal and early infant pains and terrors also carry 
the freight of experience-without-comprehension, giving the 
rational mind no way to deal with them, no way to alleviate 
them or understand them. This provides the foundation for the 
unconscious mind, the collection point for the undealt-with 
baggage of a lifetime. 

The more of it you have accumulated, the bigger the charge 
of fear your body experiences whenever your thoughts 
approach this area; until finally the mind just learns to never do 
so, unless death is immanent. 


When a child accepts the local cultural rationalizations for 
doing wrong and begins to offend in accepted ways, part of 
the learned pattern is the mental gymnastics that allow the 
conscience to be silenced and guilt to be denied. To be 
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enlightened one must accept responsibility for all of this. The 
true treasure to be laid up in the kingdom of heaven, within, is 
the ability to look full in the face of what is true: one's own 
total personal responsibility within this twisted, tortured 
world 

Mungwe says once you have taken responsibility for 
everything, as though it were your own personal creation, with 
nobody else to blame, then you are finally in a position to 
possibly begin to wake up. 


He also says this is probably the main reason why 
practically nobody ever does 
this. He says all we have ever allowed ourselves to see are 
reflections of one side of our 
surface, so we are afraid to wake up 





There were some activists harassing some deer hunters on 
the TV down at the hardware store this morning. 

My dad bought me my first shotgun when I was about 
seven, and a .22 rifle when I was twelve. | killed countless 
“food animals" and "varmints" in my childhood and youth. 

For almost thirty years | have avoided killing and I don't eat 
flesh. To me, now, for me to eat another creature would seem 
to me like a form of cannibalism. 

I still think the people on TV were misguided to the point 
of lunacy. I got the very strong impression that their battle had 
a lot more to do with self-image and self-righteous meddling 
than it did with love for the fuzzy little animals. 

Why not picket Arby's or Burger King or Taco Bell? | bet 
they kill and process into unrecognizability more mammalian 
flesh in a day than all the hunters in the country put together 
do in a year. Do you think it might be possible that a lot of 
those activists might like a good burger or taco themselves, 
from time to time? 
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The evidence of the millions of living creatures slain for 
our snacks is compounded immeasurably by the habitual 
dishonesty and self-deception in the ways most people relate 
to these things. More than once I have heard otherwise 
honest and decent people say, over a steak dinner, "Why, 1 
have never killed anything! 1 wouldn't hurt a fly!" 

I was taught as a child that ultimately it's more of an 
offense to pay somebody else to kill for you and then pretend 
you're not responsible than it is to kill your own food and eat 
what you kill. I think it's true. If all the people who love to eat 
meat were required to watch that meat be processed, from 
cow to steak, from pig to porkchop. many of them wouldn't be 
able to continue. This profitable selective blindness represents 
another formidable barrier to self-honesty and self-knowledge. 

Mungwe says the only real difference between the 
experience of being a human and being, say, a raccoon or a cat 
or an elephant, is that only the human thinks in a separate 
language. He says that it's the diversity of spoken languages 
that defines us as human and not tool-use or opposable 
thumbs. "Only the human thinks in language. Also, in most 
cases, the human thinks only in language." 

Mungwe - and some of the other Medicine People I have 
met - can teach you how to converse with the various animals, 
and also how to recognize a person's "totem animal," which 
sometimes helps you to understand why people do certain 
things the way they do. One of the things you leam after 
spending some quality time with the other mammals is that 
they think a lot like we do, but they don't think in words and 
definitions and explanations. 

Canine anger, feline anger, simian anger, and human anger 
are demonstrably similar and produce similar behavior. So it is 
also with affection, envy, jealousy, joy and so on. Animals 
have the ability to relate; they are born with it and they 
communicate with it. They don't "think" with it. They don't 
rationalize, justify or explain. They don't have any internal 
chatter, invisible audience or background chorus. In high 
school I was taught that to think like this is 
"Anthropomorphism.” After a lifetime of observing how 
similarly we all experience so many aspects of life, | think that 


150 


the greater sin is to deny validity to any creature in order to 
excuse cruelty and exploitation. 

We have access to the same wisdom-rich, information- 
filled silence they do, but ours is so plastered over with 
commentary, rationalization and vain babble that when it does 
occasionally peep through the cracks, we are usually 
astonished or disturbed. 





Mungwe says Doctor Doolittle was no big deal. He says 
the animals talk to everybody, but Man has conveniently 
forgotten how to listen to them, in order to harden his heart 
and continue in his wicked ways. 


eet Glaecvenete 


Anthropomorphobia: The fear of the idea that the other 
animals might also have feelings and personalities and the right 
to life and self-determination. Chiefly found in members of the 
meat and fur industry and their customers, 





As strange as it may sound at first, | have become 
convinced that to most people it seems desirable to live on 
auto-pilot, as much as possible avoiding any experience that 
confronts, exercises or engages them beyond mildly piquing 
their interest. People everywhere make up internal rules and 
laws to operate by, attempting to program themselves for 
every possible contingency, so they can then live as much of 
their life as possible as a passenger in the back seat of their 
mind. This way, they still experience a lot of their emotions 
and feelings, hopes, dreams and anxieties, but like a spectator 
at their own play or soap opera. They are able to more-or-less 
have a life, but without any direct experience of responsibility 
for its events. There is no immediate sense of creation; things 
"happen to them." By living as if they are characters in a story, 
they are mostly immune to the dangers of being awake and 
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aware, most especially the potentially disturbing present 
knowledge that they are mortal and living out the substance of 
their lives, minute by minute. 

The cost of this method is that the more of these inner, 
unexamined rules we live under, the more difficult it is to be 
flexible, appropriate and alive, responding to life's challenges 
in such a way as to make any kind of real contribution to 
others' or our own quality of experience, and also, not least, 
that we become detached from the spirit of life and don't really 
comprehend it until we are rudely awakened, too late, at the 
end, as usual 


One of the great problems of life is that it hurts like bloody 
Hell to have something dislocated; it just hurts and hurts and 
doesn't stop hurting, but it takes a LOT of effort and hurts a 
LOT worse to get it put back in place. Ifa person can't manage 
to find a way to get re-integrated, life can get to the point 
where it's mostly a matter of haggling and dickering and horse- 
trading with various kinds of pain, in order to try to wangle a 
slightly better deal 

T have heard it said that if you find you are in a prison or 
trap, it's better to define it and find a way out than it is to find 
out how to be comfortable in it. | agree with that in a general 
sort of sense, but I also think that if you're in a trap with others 
and you can't find a way out, it's better to paint pictures on the 
wall than to bitch and moan or fly into a rage. I have also heard 
that we ail carry our real prisons around inside us and I have 
seen for myself that this is true. 





There was a young lady who lived in a large city. She was 
a high school graduate and she liked to read. Her friends liked 
her and trusted her. She worked at the red brick factory- 
building down the block from her house. Her favorite shoes 
were red with silver buckles. She loved to crack sunflower 
seeds with her teeth and she was a liberal. 
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She was different from her friends and family in only one 
way: she couldn't see out of both of her eyes at once. 

That experience we call "depth perception," “the 3D 
effect," "space," is created when we become the reconciliation 
of the two different visual fields our eyes see. 

The young lady in this story, for all of her life, had 
involuntarily avoided this resolution by rapidly switching back 
and forth between the two views. There was no visible 
evidence to indicate this difference to others; it wasn't possible 
to tell from watching her eyes which one was active at any 
given moment. 

One morning she woke up to find that she was seeing 
through both eyes simultaneously. Suddenly, after all these 
years, she was perceiving the three dimensional world directly, 
processing the contradictory information through her own 
consciousness, resolving the apparent contradiction into a 
higher reality seen from two differing points. 

She stood in awe, looking out her window, up through the 
budding maples to the spire on the old cathedral...and beyond. 

Nothing had changed. 

Everything was transformed. 


In time, she came to realize that the new world she had just 
become aware of had always existed; her own perceptions had 
been limited. 

The factory, the red shoes, and all the rest, even she herself, 
had always existed in this magical reality, but now she had 
arrived. 





Over a period of time she also came to realize that almost 
everybody could already see this way and almost nobody 
thought it was a big deal. 


ia 





There was this more-or-less young man living in the same 
city, studying religion and philosophy, painting pictures and 
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porches, tuning sports cars, having a-very good time. Like 
practically everybody else in his world, he could only 
experience through one side of his brain at a time. His life had 
consisted of rapidly flashing back and forth between the two 
sides, never occupying-both simultaneously. 

The incomplete, "flat," view of the world and life that 
resulted from this behavior allowed him, like his neighbors and 
peers, to live more or less comfortably in the midst of 
ingrained injustices and covert violence. 

One morning he suddenly began to experience through 
both sides of his brain at once. Becoming, himself, the site of 
the resolution of the two contradictory viewpoints of the two 
sides of his brain, he began to see clearly in the higher reality 
we call "eternity." 

He began to be able to see through time in any direction. If 
he looked at you, he could see you as an infant, a child, a 
youth, and so on, right up to very old age. Even if he could see 
you die young in this particular timeline, he could still see you 
in old age, since, as he explained, "Eternity doesn't change, but 
it does contain all of the possibilities." 

If he tried, he could see past your birth, to the existence 
before it, and past your death to the birth to follow. He found 
that he could back away from everything and see it all as a 
great circle of circles, a wheel within a wheel, spinning and 
looping throughout eternity/infinity, and that, after all, it was 
himself he was seeing. 

It was immediately obvious to him that reality had ever 
been thus; his own perceptions had been limited. 








He also came to realize that almost nobody else could see 
in this way, nor would they want to; and everybody he tried to 
talk to about it assumed that he was trying to be a big deal. 





If you have studied the available stories from the Japanese, 
Chinese or Native 
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American spiritual traditions, you will be familiar with the 
pattern of the Great Teacher, and how he must somehow 
insulate and protect himself from the attentions of unworthy 
aspirants. He sets them dangerous or tedious or demeaning 
tasks to weed their ranks and keep them out of his hair. 

In many of the Native American traditions, the man of 
power disguises himself or denies that he has the power. 

That friend of mine 1 mentioned earlier has found a sure- 
fire method of weeding the applicants. Whenever somebody 
manages to penetrate his disguise and realize that he has some 
sort of unusual power or magic and requests that he share the 
secret, he just says, "Oh, sure...come on over to my place next 
Saturday at about 4:30 in the afternoon...it should only take a 
minute or two." 

He says their eyes get real big and they leave and he never 
sees them again. It has never failed. Not one has ever showed 
up. 





People prefer to take a lifetime or two, or more. 
Like pulling an endless eyetooth. 


Or avoiding the pain of getting something long-dislocated 
put back in place. 





The girl with the red shoes, walking home from the factory, 
is still pretty lousy on the violin but a very good cook and a 
passable chess player. She might find it difficult to 
communicate her great discovery to you, since her "gift" of 
spacial perception is one you probably take for granted 





The more-or-less young painter/sports-car-tuner, riding the 
streetcar down the snowy street at dusk, is still a rotten 
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unicyclist but a better-than-fair guitar strummer. He might find 
it difficult to communicate his great discovery to you, since his 
"gift" of temporal perception is one few people would touch 
with a pole of any length, even a purely mental one. 





When he described his experience on a television panel 
discussion on the subject: "Does the church have a valid role 
to play in today's modern world?," he said that the influence of 
religion in his life had nearly prevented him from experiencing 
his own personal transformation. He said that what he had 
been taught in church proved to be contradictory to the actual 
experience when it happened, and that it had made the 
experience initially more difficult to accept. 





~O 


It is a generally accepted part of Christian doctrine that the 
"animals" have no "souls." Christians, as a group, hold all non- 
human creatures to be less valid, less important than we are. 
They believe and teach that it is not wrong to kill, enslave and 
exploit the lives and bodies of "animals," since we are higher 
beings and God has put them in our hands to do with as we 
please. 


Whoa, have another look at that. 


This rationalization depends on the questionable 
assumption that a being of any real kind of superiority would 
use an advantage over another to do wrong or harm to them. 
This requires a belief system that silences the conscience. To 
the conscience, to our ability to empathize, the Golden Rule is 
just as valid when dealing with cats or horses or guppies as it 
is when dealing with brothers or lawyers or republicans, since 
it is primarily concerned with the responsibilities and state of 
being of the doer rather than the done-to. 


Hang in here with me for a minute. This may appear to be 
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unpalatable, but just bear me out. I promise to be brief. 


There is a validity, a reality to the basic religious symbols. 

Through actual experience, and not by faith or belief, I 
have come to know that there is a Great Spirit and this is the 
being of all life, the 1 AM, the Presence, the Experiencer of all 
life, the Experiencer of each life. Just so, on this branch, there 
is a Universal Human Spirit that is embodied by each of us and 
is crucified on our own inner and outer cross-purposes. I am 
in no way referring to or recommending any sort of religious 
faith or belief. My purpose is not for you to believe me. | am 
stating that you can experience this reality yourself, in the 
here-and-now, just as subjectively as you experience the daily 
Sun or the blue of the open sky. You can remember the ancient 
beginning and why you did it 

This experience is available to each of us; it's hardwired in 
as an essential and integral part of our makeup. The teachings 
of Yeshua, as reported in the Bible, along with any number of 
similar teachings from other disciplines, are pointed toward 
assisting us in accessing this possibility in our present 
experience. 

The situation described by "Jesus," in the Bible, is valid 
within our inner kingdom; an experience of this validity can 
open the door to pure experience, to freedom from the 
habitual self-defeating behavior we have come to accept as 
“only human." 

This entire cosmic process takes place within the human 
sphere of experience, individually and collectively; when the 
process is projected into the outer world, onto a false God- 
out-there, religion is created, and it breeds religiosity. 

The inner process is purely and entirely one of the spirit, of 
pure experience, beyond and senior to the conceptual realm of 
the programmed mind. This state of Deity is continually 
available within every one of us as a normal function of our 
being, and has nothing whatsoever to do with religious 
ideation, opinions or beliefs. 

On the other hand, the God of Abraham and Isaac and 
Jacob and Moses and Joshua and George Armstrong Custer 
and Ronald Reagan and Richard Nixon, this Jehovah, always 
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saying, "You are my people, above all others: go among them 
and slay them and take their land and property for your own, 
for I have given them into your hand this day," etc. etc., this 
guy, if you could just do like Dorothy and Toto, and peek 
under his big purple veil, you would see, has slitty eyes and a 
forked tongue and cloven hooves 

Any real true religionist can start with "God is Love" and 
"Be ye kind, one to another" and "Whatsoever you do unto 
one of the least of these, my brothers, you do it unto me" and 
study it and pray and mull it over and eventually come to the 
conclusion that God loves him more than you and me and so 
has given us into his hand to do with as he pleases. In some 
eras, that means he will murder or torture or imprison us "for 
our own good, to save our souls." In others these things will 
only be done to us if we get caught doing our own will, 
contrary to the dictates of his group, like smoking pot or 
marrying more than one mate at a time. 

The terrible lie that has kept this miserable situation locked 
into place like death and taxes is the general acceptance of the 
idea that religion and religionists have some kind of exclusive 
right of ownership in all matters of faith, truth, life, death and 
eternity. 

Christians take it for granted that one is either a Christian 
or a blind, lost fool. This should be a dead giveaway that their 
conversion is merely a self-serving religious one, the antithesis 
of transformation and enlightenment. 

Religious conversions always produce religiosity, the zeal 
to proselytize and an us-against-them attitude and behavior 
pattern, rather than the respect for others, compassion, 
forgiveness, mercy and empathy produced by genuine 
maturity of consciousness. 

Traditionally, in the classic Christian behavior pattern, the 
proselytization of others through evangelism and coercion 
becomes the red-herring/busy-work that serves to hide and 
cover the fact that the results promised by the Jesus they have 
invented have not come to pass in their lives. 

At the first glimmer of the realization of this, the first 
doubt, the hook becomes set, since, along with "Man's Fall," 
"God's Love," "Forgiveness," "Salvation," etc. etc, 
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Christians are also required to believe that any and all who 
don't agree with this doctrine as understood by their group will 
physically burn in real fire, forever, with no end to it. The 
Christians accept that this is true and right and just and is the 
action and chosen behavior of their God, The Holy Spirit of 
Divine Love and the Creator of the entire Universe of Stars 
and Worlds and Space. 

As Mungwe once said, "If you can comfortably wrap your 
mind around that and hold on to it, your mind is so warped and 
twisty it could believe literally anything, which raises the 
possibility that your conscience could be completely nullified 
by official misinformation. If you doubt that, I've got a few 
million Indians, Gypsies, Jews and Rice Farmers who would 
no doubt argue with you if they were still alive to do so."" In 
my wanderings, it has become clear to me that the deeper the 
sin, twistedness and inner corruption, the stronger the 
righteous fanaticism. The more a person has been challenged 
and shaken by a religious or philosophical idea and failed to 
measure up to it the greater the zeal supposedly in the service 
of it 





All of this selfish delusion, all of the self-serving deception, 
will be totally blasted away sooner or later, when the body dies 
and the brain dies and there is no longer anything to shield the 
spirit from the truth. If your very self is based on bullshit and 
fancy footwork, it won't stand the test of time or the light of 
day, let alone the test of eternity or the light of truth. 

Those who are truly "lost" are the believers; they look 
toward "God" and latch onto the first thing that blocks their 
view in that direction. The secret to understanding this is that, 
by so doing, they always end up somehow getting or taking 
more than their share or discovering that they are superior to 
others or at least "more equal." 





The Pope, speaking as leader of the Roman Catholic 
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Church, recently apologized for what the Church did to 
Galileo, admitting that the world actually does turn, after all. 
I'm sorry, but this just bothers the Hell out of me. What about 
the hundreds of thousands of men, women and children who 
were imprisoned and tortured to death during the various 
inquisitions, crusades and "cleansings" throughout the last two 
millennia? Don't they deserve some brief message of remorse? 





Religionists of every stripe believe desperately, holding on 
to an explanation with the white-knuckled death-grip they call 
faith, because they are mortally terrified to chance finding out 
what is really so. 

The faith of the true-believer is a bandage created to cover 
the "I don't know" of personal death, created to protect 
against the only influence strong enough to initiate the process 
of real transformation and enlightenment. 

Many otherwise fine people, with good minds and 
compassionate hearts, having been touched by the flickers of 
the Prophets’ truths that somehow still manage to escape 
through the barriers of organized religion, can still be found 
hobnobbing in the company of the enemies of life. 

The God who prefers people lined up in rows in their best 
clothes in cathedrals large and small, singing songs that, when 
they are boiled down to their essence, mostly say,"We are 
better; we are the real people: we are Teacher's Pet," this is not 
the God of the Giraffes or the Dolphins, not the Lord of the 
Storm, not the "Father in Heaven" of Yeshua. He is, rather, 
our equivalent to the Golden Calf, our man-made deity, one 
we can understand, one that behaves as we do, one we 
deserve, 





Mungwe sat on the tailgate of my old truck, eating a 
cheese, lettuce and fried-egg sandwich from the M&M 
Truckstop south of Cortez. Every once in a while, he would 
flip a french-fry to one of the magpies that were flying around 
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us, He was swinging his legs again, like a happy ten-year-old. 
He said to me, "Pete, the root of the problem of your people 
is that they don't understand how the world is made, or where 
its center is." 

He reached around behind him and pulled out the copy of 
the Science-Fiction Magazine that I'd bought in the City 
Market in Durango. "I really like this guy," he said, pointing to 
the picture on the cover, “he's got a big heart and he 
understands the underlying simplicity of things better than 
most of the people of your culture. That's why he's so great at 
explaining things. 

"Still, his insight only goes to a certain point. He shuts off 
like a faucet whenever he approaches the actual 
epistemological basis of experience. Admittedly, he gets a lot 
further than most folks, but he seems to have walled off the 
fertile chaos of the other side of his mind. In all of his 
explanations I have read, he either doesn't comprehend or 
refuses to admit the significance of the fact that all we have is 
experience. His science is beautifully logical and rational; 
unfortunately he doesn't seem to have noticed that the material 
world sometimes isn't, which should be a dead giveaway that 
some magic is lurking there somewhere. 

"We have no logical, reasonable, scientific way to prove 
whether anything at all exists beyond our experience, or where 
it comes from or what it's based on. It might well all be a silly 
dream, or some kind of virtual reality. There's no way in the 
world to grasp or hold onto past experience, future experience 
or present experience. Experience can't be measured, stored or 
manipulated. Information can, but experience can't. The thing 
your preachers and philosophers don't even begin to 
understand is that Experience and Spirit are the same thing." 





Here is a story Grey Wolf told me 


"There was once a young man who had set out on his 
vision quest, a journey to the misty mountains, as directed at 
the outset by his grandfathers. He had been traveling for a long 
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time and was actually within sight of the mountains in the 
distance when he found his way blocked by a very swift, very 
cold river. 

"The river was filled with sharp rocks and terrible rapids 
and it was obvious it could never be successfully crossed either 
by a boat or a swimmer. The young man traveled for weeks in 
both directions along the river, without ever finding a single 
safe crossing, to finally turn back each time in despair. 

"He finally returned to the place where he had originally 
come upon the river and sat down and thought and meditated 
and studied and prayed and figured for three days. Then he set 
to work. 

"He traveled to a nearby forest and selected very tall, slim 
trees and felled them and trimmed them with stone tools he 
made. After many trips back and forth, dragging the long, 
tapering poles he had made, he began to construct a tower. 

"After many days of work, he finally finished the tower and 
carefully tipped it over, to fall across the raging river. Joy and 
triumph filled his heart to overflowing as he crossed over his 
bridge and at last set his feet on the other side. The mountains 
seemed so much closer that night." 





"Now the man is old and tired. The mountains seem much 
further away, probably never to be attained, as he toils slowly 
across the awful, burning desert at his snail's pace 
dragging his wonderful bridge." 
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Chapter Ten 


“It's all because of that damn' moon; 
We shouldn't of been so impatient." 
~Grey Wolf 


As you study history, remembering that it has to be a fairly 
biased account, having been written mostly so as to please 
those who won the battles, and also remembering that battles 
aren't necessarily usually won by the most truthful, kind or 
honorable of the adversaries, still there's a thread of truth 
woven into the stories; at least there's a reflection of human 
nature and behavior in them. 

When you start to get a feeling, a taste, of the style of past 
civilizations, certain trends manifest. 

For the sake of making a point, let's say there are, 
historically, two main ways of being wealthy and powerful 
The rarer of the two results when the main goal of the gifted 
and wealthy is to enrich the experience and possibilities of 
themselves, their families and their neighbors, including their 
countrymen and entire world. This is called a "Golden Age." 

So far, there haven't been any true "Golden Ages," since all 
of the ones so far have included slaves or some other exploited 
class. I guess the closest we have come has been a gold-plated 
or perhaps gold-filled age or two. 

The more common situation is created when the main goal 
of the gifted and wealthy is to extract the absolute last possible 
bit of money and power and personal advantage out of every 
situation, without regard to the resulting effects on the quality 
of other’s lives. 

This produces angry bitter poor people, harassed middle- 
class people trapped in a rat-race, shallow conceited self- 
important wealthy people and speculative manipulative vain 
power-mad rich people, violent crime in the streets, religion 
slithering back into politics, prohibition, national misdirection, 
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lying in high places, the tyranny of the majority and the death- 
throes of the dream of freedom, all covered prettily by a big, 
sincere, TV commercial smile. 

Local Conditions. 





J can't see any way out of the trap we have spun except to 
finally, officially, nationally, recognize the sacredness of the 
individual's right to privacy and personal choice. If the Law 
and the Police and the Courts will finally butt out of a person's 
most personal choices and concentrate on alleviating real 
problems, it won't be necessary to hamstring them with silly 
regulations and constantly require them to release monsters 
among us to prey and slay again. 

The new technologies threaten the very fabric of human 
life, giving governments powers that were unimaginable a 
generation ago. If the line isn't drawn soon it will be too late. 
J completely realize how unrealistic any hope of beneficial 
change is these days, when every observation of the cultural 
weather predicts deserved disaster, but I also remember a very 
wise child up the foothills of the Rockies in 1977 who 
solemnly informed me that "Anything is always possible." 


In fact, there are no governments, no nations. no laws, 
except in the human imagination, in the realm of human 
agreement. There are only explanations, justifications and 
rationalizations, and individual humans who manipulate them, 
act on them, use them and circumvent them. 

America has never existed in the real world. The Founding 
Fathers were mostly corrupt dreamers, many of whom 
promoted freedom and owned slaves. The history we teach 
our children is full of lies and half-truths and omissions. The 
dream itself is the only thing that is still valid and it is 
completely up to us to make it happen in this very real world 
of ours. The alternative is a near-future Hell, such as has never 
been imagined before, even in this often terrible place. 
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One of my good friends says he is afraid nobody will want 
to read my book because it is hard to read, sort of like taking 
a beating. I understand what he means and I have tried to be 
as lighthearted and kind as I can. | don't know a lighthearted 
way to talk to the Nazis about antiSemitism, to talk to 
Torquemada about religious freedom, to discuss racial 
discrimination with George Custer. I guess I'll just have to 
take my best shot and see what happens. 





The idea that it is good to guarantee the welfare of the less 
fortunate among us enjoys a lot more agreement in the world 
of conversation, journalism and literature than it does in the 
world of government and finance. There is an enormous 
difference between the stated goals of the liberal-socialist 
faction and the actual practice of the departments and bureaus 
created to accomplish these goals. 

When "Welfare Programs" are designed, as they 
necessarily are, to please the vanities and prejudices of the 
"haves," their application will always be accompanied by some 
loss of face or indignity being inflicted on the "have-nots," 
This inevitably creates a powerful force of resentment and 
resistance, producing increased crime and outlawry. 

Tt should be immediately obvious that it must be easier to 
rob, injure or kill another human being if you hate that person 
or feel rage toward him or his class of people. Isn't this the 
basis for all wars? 





Little Grey Wolf claims that if the U.S. Government would 
just guarantee a reasonably sufficient level of subsistence to 
any of its citizens who asked for it and obviously needed it, 
without any work programs or requirements, and let all the 
administrators and caseworkers and office buildings and tons 
of paper and tape be used for other, more productive 
endeavors, more people would be helped and everybody 
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would save a lot of money. 

I don't know if that's so or not, nor do I presently have the 
necessary knowledge or resources to find out, but it sure feels 
tight, at least in the sense that it fits well into the rest of this 
quotidian ironic black comedy. 

If my friend should turn out to be right, even if somebody 
could prove it, I doubt it would make much difference. I can 
remember many a Sunday afternoon, less than an hour from 
collective deep soulful piety centered around how we were to 
take care of the poor and give our coats to those who only ask 
for our shirts because of how much we love Jesus, sitting 
around the picnic table devouring watermelon and listening to 
the deacons talk about those lazy bastards on welfare. 


My Libertarian friends say it's "not compassion if you're 
using somebody else's money" and I know that's true, but on 
the other hand, every day that goes by, the game becomes 
more rigged and unfair, as those who hunger for power and 
wealth take the low road and the cheap shots and enrich and 
empower themselves and their cronies at the expense of their 
neighbors and their nation. I'm unwilling to see them given 
even more power to exploit and misuse the social underclasses 
that have arisen under decades of official federal socialism, 
with its demeaning doles and penalties for enterprise, 
underclasses that will, without some kind of compassionate 
support, rapidly deteriorate into the starving unwanted, 
teeming refuse mentioned in the well-meant poem appended to 
our national statue of Lady Liberty, who has, by the way, 
turned her back on us from day one. | suspect that the worst 
problems of the welfare system are created by political 
cronyism and inequities in the quality of administration. 


I don't have any answers for this question, except to note 
that, having voluntarily picked up the responsibility to support 
somebody, one simply can't change one's mind and leave them 
helpless, hopeless and destitute. We, Mankind, desperately 
need an equivalent to Albert Einstein or Isaac Newton or 
Noam Chomsky, but in the field of civics, economics and 
international trade. 
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I have seen more than one rich, powerful, complacent 
person become an angry social revolutionary. In each case, it 
happened not long after somebody bigger and meaner and 
relatively unprincipled had wiped them out financially, often by 
wielding the power of a suborned bureaucracy. 

If your main competitor, Dave, down the road, just came 
up with a greatly improved product, it's often a lot easier and 
cheaper to bribe some clerk or minor official into deciding 
Dave's product is dangerous or the sawdust is bad for the 
endangered mosquitos in the adjacent swamp, than to try to 
compete with him. You don't have to be a major foreign 
automaker to understand this principle. This practice has gone 
on for so long now that rules and regulations are regularly, 
customarily, written to meet any number of hidden agendas, 
written by people who have made an art of subterfuge and 
misdirection, the bureaucrats in the United States 
Government. It's not "bribery," it's "lobbying," don't you 
know. 

Conversely, I am a tiny bit discouraged to have also 
observed more than two or three widely-acclaimed, "high- 
consciousness," counter-cultural heroes quietly become 
exactly what they have always despised and decried, through 
a process of addiction to disproportionate wealth and media 
attention. 

Our culture has collectively lost sight of the most important 
truth about money: money isn't wealth; money is a symbol for 
wealth. Money has no value except that which is created by 
agreement. Money only exists in the imagination of Mankind; 
it doesn't exist in the real world, except as a concept used to 
motivate, rationalize and justify human behavior. When the 
scramble for dollars begins to irretrievably damage our real 
wealth, the way it's doing these days, it's clearly time for 
desperate measures. Many of those "Best Things In Life" the 
old song listed as being "Free" are being tainted, corrupted or 
destroyed by the rampant convulsive avarice of the 
international money game. 
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A MESSAGE TO THE MONEY MEN 


You don't live in a vacuum, Goddammit, there is 
historically a limit to how much people will put up with in 
terms of being ill-used by sons-of-bitches in positions of 
power, and Americans, above all, have been taught since birth 
to be rebellious and are spoiled rotten, unreasonable and not 
agreeable to being disarmed. 

If you keep on squeezing people, they will eventually 
squeeze back. It's only a matter of time until some of the 
tragically explosive cases of terminal frustration currently 
making the headlines begin to realize who the real enemy is. 

This country's classes are being pulled further and further 
apart into unnecessary enmity. Learn from the French 
Revolution and avoid the fate of your counterparts there. 
What do you want your world to be like? Do you want the 
wealth and the wealthy to be locked away behind high-tech 
battle fences, protected by attack animals and private 
"security" armies, unwilling to go "outside" because they are 
surrounded by seething slums full of smoldering resentment, 
hopelessness, hatred and violence? Such a fortress rapidly 
becomes a prison, inside and outside. Is this what you want? 

If so, just keep up the business as usual, because we are 
well on the way already. 





Timothy McVeigh was a harbinger of what we can expect 
if the squeeze continues. We are right next door to having a 
significant percent of our citizens go "postal" in any given 
year. Timothy McVeigh obtained his political beliefs in the 
same place he learned what to do about them, the main 
American institution that historically deals with social 
problems by blowing up mommies and daddies and little kids: 
The Military. 
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Consider this) McVeigh's abominable act was obviously 
motivated by some terribly misguided sort of patriotism. On 
the other hand, the people in positions of high responsibility 
who knowingly lied under oath to the Congress and the 
American people to increasingly involve us in the debacle in 
Viet Nam directly caused the deaths of literally thousands of 
times more people, both brave Americans and Viet Namese 
defenders, than Timothy McVeigh. They are clearly identified 
in the dozens of well-written books by reliable men like 
Robert McNamara, Neil Sheehan and David Hackworth 
None of these people have been indicted, court-martialed or 
removed from the positions of incredible power and wealth 
they attained by their perfidy. They and McVeigh are from 
vastly different social strata and their murders were at least 
nominally in the name of the flag. This should not satisfy us. 

MceVeigh's impending execution will be a mockery of 
justice if men such as these are free to enjoy the gains they 
obtained by their crimes. Evil is evil. Inequity based on social 
position and wealth is not justice. 


A long time ago, when I lived in Canada, 1 used to attend 
meetings of a philosophical society. Most of the regulars were 
fierce thinkers, incisively logical and well-informed. Even so, 
I clearly remember one night when the informal post-meeting 
coffee klatch broke into factions and some of them literally 
almost came to blows over whether heredity or environment is 
the ruling influence on human behavior. The voice of relative 
sanity that night was wielded by a young fellow in bell- 
bottoms and a flowered shirt and hair down to his ass. "Whoa 
... "he said, "Reality Check! . . 1 can't believe this is 
happening. Everybody here knows for sure that we're 
influenced by everything, heredity, environment, inner 
attitudes, fears and stuff. It blows me away that even here, 
where we come to talk about higher knowledge and spiritual 
truth, it devolves into a bi-polar argument, like drunks arguing 
about the hockey game." 


ei 
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I think the long battle between Capitalism and Communism 
comes from the same source. You see, I've thought about 
what happened that night many times, and I've come to 
suspect that the positions taken by my friends were dictated by 
an unconscious necessity to defend thinking patterns that had 
been formed in the past to silence some aspect of their 
conscience, in order to allow them to do wrong. 


The battle has been less one between Communism and 
Capitalism than one between various groups of men acting out 
of self-interest. 

The sort of leaders on both sides of any conflict who are 
willing to exploit prejudice and bigotry and violence among 
their people in order to start and pursue wars are far more like 
each other than those they lead into battle. On the other hand, 
maybe the only thing that separates most of us from our 
corrupt leaders is that we have not yet obtained enough power 
to be corrupted to their degree. 


The "Great Idea" of Communism was to take care of 
everybody: "From each according to his ability; to each 
according to his need." 

This sounds real pretty and saintly and sweet 

It sure doesn't sound much like the USSR or China or Cuba 
or the Cambodian Khmer Rouge. 

Which leads me to believe that Communism is a religion 
after all. 





Lately, the word on the street is that Communism is dead; 
the USSR has been broken up. Hmm, I seem to recall hearing 
that "dialectic materialism" encompasses the concept of "one 
step back, two steps forward." 


And what about China? I remember back when somebody 
on the Tonight Show said the Chinese had the Bomb now, but 
no way to deliver it. I think it was George Kirgo who said 
there were enough Chinese to deliver it by hand. 








Out here in the real world, where the buck stops, 
Communism and Fascism, the two supposed far extremes of 
political thinking, usually produce almost identical despots and 
monsters, ruling absolutely and very badly over willing 
collaborators, frightened conformers and brutalized victims. In 
the light of the obvious similarities of these two systems, J 
have always seen it as the responsibility of the United States to 
be the real opposite to both of them. 

They say our system is Capitalist. I'm sorry, 1 don't think 
that adequately describes us. As I understand it, "Capitalism" 
means that when somebody wins big, somebody else has to 
lose...and the end result is that "whoever has the gold makes 
the rules." 


What we are supposed to have here, actually, is a 
Constitutional Republic with a free-enterprise economy and a 
socialist safety-net for the less fortunate. As long as all the 
parts are working well, things will continue to improve, 
including the quality of life and health and satisfaction. 


Many of our leaders have been driven mad by that most 
toxic and addictive of all human influences: agreement/power. 
The more people agree with you, the more power you get, 
especially in a democracy. This creates a runaway positive- 
feedback loop. The more power you have, the more people 
agree with you and the crazier you get. This is the ancient 
formula. Search history for even a single exception. 

Since this is a ridiculous and ironic trap to be in, even 
though it's almost universally desired by everyone, a person in 
the midst of it will usually become corrupt and bent and begin 
to test the envelope in some way. 

The human attribute called "Greed" actually describes a 
condition where people become so hooked on certain of their 
own endorphins wired to prehistoric pack behavior that they 
become willing to do terrible wrongs in order to get their fix, 
like figuring out a way to get another Porsche by destroying a 
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thousand jobs. 





Here's a pointed example of this: since money is now more 
valuable than truth, dignity or honor, dollar power is absolute 
political power these days. The cocaine and heroin smugglers 
make so much money that they have a lot of trouble just trying 
to smuggle it out of the country. How convenient to invest big 
chunks of it right here to keep the sort of people in office who 
will continue to provide the smuggler's most absolute 
necessity: to keep up the Drug War, their price-support 
system. 





When Reagan and Bush were running the store, they did 
like the good Christians asked them to, and cut the poor and 
disadvantaged mostly loose, to depend on the "private sector," 
which was mostly those same Christians. Notice how much 
better the poor folks are doing now, basking in all that tender, 
loving care. Of course, 1 must admit, there sure are a lot more 
poor folks now, since the above-mentioned gentlemen chose 
to let the sharks into the Saving-and-Loan swimming pool. 


Sener, eee 





When all the parts work, the organism is healthy. When we 
neglect the safeguards of the Constitution, the state devolves 
into the tyranny of the majority and the organism begins to die. 
It's not enough to defend those parts you like, the parts that 
describe your liberty, while ignoring the storm-troopers at 
your neighbor's door, like the cowardly ACLU, denying the 
necessity of the second amendment while defending the First, 
including the “right" of Nazis and the Klan to promote 
genocide. 

The free-enterprise system is undermined by the creation of 
the black-market-economy created by the Drug War which is 
caused by departing from the values of the Constitution. The 
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erosion of the financial base results in the corruption and 
subsequent failure of the socialist safety net, which further 
aggravates and escalates the results of the Drug War, and so 
on and so on, an ever-downward spiral. 

It isn't as clear as it should be that the Great Depression 
was ended by ending Prohibition, since so many other factors 
were occurring, including the initial steps toward World War 
II. If we manage to finally end this violent bigotry and stagger 
back to real prosperity rather than the present puffed up bag 
of hot air, I sincerely hope we will make all such future 
attempts to legislate morality impossible. I guess that makes 
me an air-headed idealist .. . or a "Real American." 





Earlier, I said that what we need is for somebody to do for 
economics what Albert Einstein did for physics. On the other 
hand, look what almost came of that, and still could. 





Every so often, somebody passes a leash law for cats, or 
tries to. The end result is always the same: some cat-hating 
son-of-a-bitch gets to legally kill a lot of other people's pets 
or hold them for ransom. It's against the nature of most cats 
to be bound or imprisoned, and it's cruel and totally 
unwarranted to treat them thus. Just as it's an inherent human 
characteristic to acquire and own personal property, it's a 
feline trait to require and enjoy freedom of movement. For 
some cats that freedom might extend from the food box to 
the poop box to the fireplace; for others it might extend to 
the horizon or beyond. To arbitrarily deny a cat the access to 
the surface of its native planet is a sin against God, Man and 
Cats. For shame, you arrogant meddlers; why don't you pass 
a law requiring [1 to be 344 
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I venture to say that the majority of Americans believe, 
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down deep inside, that whatever you believe sincerely enough 
comes to pass: that if somehow you were able to finagle 
yourself into completely, sincerely believing that the mountain 
would be removed to the sea, it would do so. 


I once tested this by telling Mount Evans, west of Denver, 
to be removed and cast into the sea and my command was 
instantly obeyed. Without hesitation the mountain began to be 
removed and carried to the sea, a process which continues, 
unabated, to this very moment. 

I assume you know that, excepting the occasional 
cataclysm, mountains move at their own speed. 


waoee---0. 





In the great old tradition of meddlers to harm and coerce 
others "for their own good," Many areas of our country now 
enforce or contemplate mandatory helmet laws for 
motorcyclists. 

This is a very bad precedent and doesn't bode well for the 
future of liberty in this country. I will concede that it might 
possibly turn out that at the end of any given year some 
motorcyclist's lives will have been saved by the enforcement of 
a helmet law. Possibly, not necessarily. Some studies would 
seem to suggest that mandatory helmet laws mostly change 
skull fracture injuries into paralyzing or fatal neck and brain- 
stem injuries, due to the added weight and leverage of the 
helmet, not to forget those inevitable fatal mishaps caused by 
the simple fact that you can't see or hear as well with a helmet 
on your head. The jury is still out on this one. 

This might look on the surface like a tough call, but I am 
crystal clear that | would rather have some of us die while 
doing what we love and what we choose to do than to have us 
live under the kind of government that would even consider 
dictating to its adult citizens as if they were children. To 
require adult bikers to wear helmets while other people jump 
off bridges with rubber bands tied to their legs and jump out of 
airplanes with cloth and rope tied to their backs is so ludicrous 
and to make one choke. 
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I once watched a young man climb up a vertical cliff that 
was several hundred feet tall, in Yosemite Park, with no ropes 
or support but his toes and fingertips. I wonder where all of 
the kindly, worried, bureaucrats were that day. 


The value and quality and meaning of a human life doesn't 
consist solely or even mainly of how long it lasted. 


The same government that requires us to walk into a hail of 
bullets fighting in some foreign jungle over issues that don't 
concern us and that we have been misinformed about, the 
same government that did secret radiation tests on citizens for 
years without telling them about it, now doesn't want us to 
hurt our little head riding our Harley? 

I can agree with helmets for kids, especially if they can be 
proved to really help and protect them, and I think it should be 
illegal to ride or drive drunk or buzzed on downers or blitzed 
on hallucinogens; nobody has a right to endanger others by 
incompetent behavior. 

On the other hand, smoking tobacco or eating fatty foods 
adds far more danger to your life and health than taking your 
helmet off on an ordinary ride. 

Mandatory helmet laws for automobile drivers should save 
a proportionate number of lives; they must be a good idea, 
they're required for all of the autosports drivers. Strangely 
enough, most states have laws against wearing a racing helmet 
while driving an automobile. Explain that one to me. 

Our laws too often are based on emotional fads and 
bullshit, and represent nothing better than the meddling of a 
misinformed majority. Why not make it illegal to take a bath 
without a hard-hat? All those poor people who hit their heads 
in the tub? 

Meanwhile this same government that is so worried about 
our safety passes such draconian laws against lifestyle that we 
have running gun-battles in the streets of most major cities and 
little kids are getting gunned down, too often by other little 
kids, all in the name of protecting kids. Sounds more and more 
like saving the Vietnamese from Communism, which means it 
really has to do with somebody's profits or power-trip. 

I don't want a government that is allowed to bind down my 
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freedom to choose so | won't bust my fool head or get strung 
out on dope; I want a real America, where the only thing the 
government is there to help protect me from is the 
abridgement of my Constitutional right to make my own 
decisions in this, my life, wisely or foolishly. 

The only real justification for mandatory helmet laws is the 
possibility that society might be required to bury or support 
endlessly some victim of a broken head. In the light of modern 
society and its values, this is nitpicky, but it still has some 
validity. My suggestion is to require a certificate of broken- 
head-insurance from those who wish to ride without 
protection, to ensure that the rest of us won't have to foot the 
bill if they screw up. 





I saw a bumper sticker today that said, 
"HONK IF YOU LOVE DARWIN !" 


Why in the world do the Christians hate old Sir Charles’ 
explanation so much? He only described a process that's 
continually present everywhere to be observed. Instead of 
calling it "Evolution" or "Natural Selection," why not call it 
"Selective Breeding"? Mankind's manipulations have taken the 
wolf and produced Chihuahuas, Great Danes, St. Bernards, 
Yorkshire Terriers, Poodles, Bulldogs, Airedales and all of the 
other dissimilar breeds in just a few short thousand years. 
Frankly, what is there to disbelieve in such a simple, obvious 
process? It should be evident that biological life has been well 
known since prehistory to be very flexible, very malleable in 
the long run, over many generations. Darwin's elucidation of 
the process of evolution merely describes the well-known art 
we use in breeding horses, dogs, cattle or corn, but without 
the intervention of a human director. 

What the religionists seem to resent is that nowhere does 
Darwin acknowledge God as Meddler. A Great Spirit who 
dwells within us, who encompasses all reality, and whose 
actions are through natural processes, doesn't satisfy the needs 








of a True Believer, who desperately requires a Deity who 
takes sides and gives his worshipers unearned advantages. 

Why not protest instead against the teaching in our schools 
of the evil "Theory of Gravitation," as delineated by that Great 
Satan, Isaac Newton? In all his vapid babble about "attraction" 
and "inverse proportions" and the lot, he never once Praises 
the Most High for holding us all so firmly on the ground! 





Here is an account from an old friend, as closely as possible 
in his own words: 


One of my motorcycle buddies called me up one day and 
said; "Man, my old lady's been hangin’ with some of those 
Jehovah's Witnesses from our neighborhood and they're turnin’ 
her head around and turnin’ her and my kids against me!" 

I said, "Shit, man, that's awful; tell me what I can do to 
help.” 

He said, "Well she might listen to you; you know, | thought 
maybe you could go and talk to her about all this. I can't; I just 
get pissed off and start yellin' and that isn't gonna help 
anything." 

I told him I'd see what I could do. 

The next day I called her up and asked her if she'd like to 
talk about it all. She said, "Fine, come by tomorrow around 
two in the afternoon." I said okay. 

I pulled up in front of the house about ten minutes early and 
knocked on the door and was welcomed inside. There were 
two guys in dark suits and ties sitting in the front room. One 
was about twenty-six and the other was around fifty-five or 
sixty. My buddy's old lady and kids were sitting on the sofa. 

After the introductions, it developed that Brother Blank 
and his lieutenant were from the local Kingdom Hall and they 
were there to contend with me for the immortal souls of the 
lady and children. 

Bizarre. 

Well, like all those prophets always say, "Don't worry 
about what to say; keep your heart right and your head clear 


zl 
ae | 








177 


and I'll feed you the dialogue." 

So that's how I played it. 

I said, "Look, this gig ain't exactly what I had in mind, but 
J guess I'm game if you are." 

The old guy leaned way over toward me and stared me 
tight in the eye. He said, "Do you believe that the Holy Bible 
is the true word of God?" 

I said, "Could you expand on that a little bit?” 

He said, "We believe that the Bible is the true, Divinely 
Inspired Word of the Living God. We hold that it contains 
everything necessary for the Salvation of Sinful Mankind and 
God's Commandments for our lives and that it is the Final 
Authority in all matters of faith and doctrine." 

He paused dramatically, glanced at the lady and the kids, 
and then smiled at me and said, "Do you believe this, or are 
you an unbeliever?” 

Talk about a set-up. 

I said, "Let me answer your question this way: 1 know 
you've eaten an orange or two in your time, so it's something 
you know and recognize. Now, if I had never seen or tasted an 
orange, myself, could you describe the taste to me so that I, 
too, would know oranges? If you filled this house full of big, 
thick books about the taste of an orange, and I studied them 
for years, would I know oranges?" 

They didn't say anything. The young one looked at the old 
one for a minute. | thought he was going to say something but 
he just turned back toward me to see what I was going to do 
next 

Tsaid, "This lady here has a particular scent to her hair. It's 
a combination of her own personal scent and the smells of her 
hair preparations, perfume, cosmetics and so on. J don't know 
her scent, myself, since she isn't my old lady and I haven't ever 
got that close to her, but if you were to lean down and smell 
her hair you would experience her own individual personal 
perfume, unlike anybody else's in the world. 

"But now, if instead, you were to completely fill all the 
houses on this whole block with big, thick books from the 
world's best teachers, all on the subject of the smell of her 
hair, and if you studied them for the rest of your life, would 
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you know the smell of her hair?" 

I settled back into the big, soft chair and said, “Now I'll 
answer your question with my question: if you can't get the 
taste of an orange or the smell of a woman's hair into a book, 
how in HELL are you gonna fit GOD in there?" 


They just folded their tents right there. I was surprised they 
didn't put up any fight at all. 


The old one said, "Well, if you don't believe the Bible, we 
don't have any common ground to base a conversation on," 
and they got in their car and split 

So, she thanked me for helping her to clear it all up, and 
that was that. 


cates flcnsecew 


He laughed when he told me about all of this. He said, "The 
orange was just straight good honest philosophy, but when I 
said that part about leaning down and smelling her hair, it was 
strictly below the belt." He grinned at me. "She was really 
good looking the old guy stiffened up in his seat and the 
young one started blushing." 
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INTERLUDE 


As the moon began to touch the tops of the tall pines on the 
far slope, the three silver-grey bears emerged from their tent, 
struck it and packed it away. The leader scanned the entire 
surrounding area with the glasses but somehow completely 
missed the small figure sitting above him, quietly watching, 
smiling. 
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Chapter Eleven 


Don't you want to ride in my Jungle Cadillac? 


Mungwe says we live in our bodies like some tribesman 
from an uncharted pocket of Amazonian rain-forest who has 
been given a new Cadillac Limo with a CD player and AC and 
a full tank of gas and a charged battery, even a CB with a 
linear rig with enough power to reach Nome, Alaska, but 
without roads and without even the first idea of what to do 
with the damned thing. 

He sleeps in the front seat with his main wife; his second 
and third wives sleep in the back seat 

Having accidentally opened the trunk while fiddling with 
the key one afternoon, scaring himself silly and running away, 
then finally working up enough courage to come back into the 
clearing a few hours later, he studies the matter until he 
understands the use the Gods intended for this magical new 
development and, ever after, keeps his little pigs in the trunk 
at night so the jaguars won't eat them. 

Mungwe says we don't have the foggiest idea what our 
bodies are capable of and that when we accidentally trip one 
of the switches or keys to power hidden inside each of us, we 
invariably waste and fritter away the capabilities that result. 

He says that even if we knew how to drive the thing, we 
lack the necessary playing field or gameboard to fully realize 
our potential, since Mankind in general is asleep and acting out 
a nightmare. 

The trickster says about the best we can do is to run our 
engine for a minute or so every day, to keep a small charge in 
the battery so we can read by the dome light or listen to the 
radio. Then one day we run out of gas. 

I never could stand admitting any case is totally hopeless, I 
got pissed off; I said, 
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"Come on, you always say there's always a way, if you can find 
it!” 

He laughed at me. He said, "Help, help! Save me!" and 
collapsed back into the depths of the ragged, broken-down old 
overstuffed sofa he was occupying. We were avoiding the heat 
of the day in the shade of a gigantic ancient cottonwood tree 
in the back yard of a house at the edge of a small railroad town 
in Nevada, the home of a powerful Medicine Person and 
Teacher. 

"Well, you might not ever learn to drive the Cadillac," he 
said, "but you can still maybe learn to become more-or-less 
wise and have a quiet heart, and that's a lot more important 
than driving instead of walking." 





The common metaphor for dying is a light that goes out. 
This tends to be a disturbing picture to most people, reflecting 
our loneliness and fear. Actually, most of those who have in 
some way explored that far country and returned, even though 
their accounts and recollections were usually biased by their 
diverse religious preconceptions, have reported something 
more reminiscent of the passing of a shadow than the 
extinguishing of a light 

An individual whose foundation of being is composed of 
avoiding the truth might well find the concept of an 
extinguishing darkness to be ultimately less disturbing than 
that of an unavoidable, revealing, pure light. 

The mystic and the physicist both know that there is no 
light but the vibration of "darkness." The darkness and the 
light are one. The only place in the world where light and 
darkness seem to be separate, antagonistic and antithetical is 
in the symbolic area of the divided human mind. 





Ingredients of a common frozen snack: 


Milk Fat and Non-Fat Milk (Say what?), Sugar, Corn 
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Sweetener, Cocoa, Whey, Guar Gum, Mono and Diglycerides, 
Polysorbate 80, Calcium Carrageenan, Coconut Oil, Vanillin 
(an artificial flavor), BHA, BHT, LSMFT, PDQ, NFG and 
Polytoxic Eugonna Di-formalde Shituate (an agent of Divine 
Justice), 





Incredible as it may seem, there is a place you can go from 
tight here on Planet Earth (there are a number of entrances 
tight here on the North American Continent), where the 
universal constants shift ever so slightly into a different 
alignment than what we are used to. There is a pocket of 
magic at the heart of the shifted area, maintaining the integrity 
of the area, itself maintained and driven by the singularity at its 
center: a single point of eternity. It's next to impossible to 
enter or even recognize the area in any of the usual, 
recognized ways of doing things, since they are all predicated 
on a reality where the constants never shift, and the good old 
mind just fills in the void with bricks or pigeons or thrashing 
foliage or whatever, and we muddle past, missing it entirely 

It is just possible to accidentally trip and fall into the 
pocket. This has happened to only a few people throughout 
history, but I guarantee you there are people now living on the 
planet who have been in the pocket, and chances are you have 
met one or will meet one or more during your lifetime. It takes 
the same kind of talent to consciously recognize these people 
as it does to find the pocket itself. 

From within the pocket it is possible to know, to learn, to 
discover the true answer to any question, instantly, 
effortlessly, not as transferred information but as self- 
recognition. Unfortunately, this almost always also includes 
knowing instantly the answers to a whole lot of questions 
humans don't even want anybody to ask or think about, let 
alone answer. 

Since the focus of the pocket instantly follows the 
consciousness of the experiencer, it is inevitable that 
eventually each one panics and is ejected back into normal 
ordinariness. Nearly everybody that passes through the pocket 
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either gains or loses something vital. The most dangerous and 
powerful episodes usually result from the presence of more 
than one person in the pocket at the same time. 

There are many different doors and windows into and onto 
the area and there are a few keys to the pocket scattered 
around if you know how to find them or perhaps just stumble 
onto them. The doors and keys, even the area itself, all shift 
and move and change, and are rarely found twice in the same 
place, but the pocket never moves or changes. 





I have noticed during my six-decades-plus that certain 
words change in meaning a little at a time. This drift seems to 
be connected with various conceits and forms of self- 
deception. As an example, as time passes, more people say 
"I'm jealous," when they mean "I'm envious." This particular 
drift has gone so far now that some of the newer dictionaries 
have begun to use envy as a second or third definition for 
jealousy. 

The word "jealousy" always described some aspect of 
trying to hold onto what one already has, whether that might 
be a mate, property or a position. It denoted possessiveness 
and an unwillingness to share. On the other hand, "envy" 
means wanting what somebody else has and you don't. 

I think people prefer to say "I'm jealous,” rather than "I'm 
envious," because it sounds like a more dominant position to 
take and it doesn't so clearly admit a personal lack, another 
example of the mental machinations of conceit. 

Conceit is always based on feelings of inadequacy. A 
person who is capable and relaxed and confident has no reason 
to be conceited. Conceit not only consists of self- deception 
and an inordinately high self-opinion, but also the sort of 
preoccupation with one's own internal dialogue that allows a 
person to fail to notice he is being a bit of a public fool. 





Here's a really radical idea: let's make it a Federal Offense, 
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with hefty fines and whopping big prison sentences, for 
anybody in the U.S. Government to lie to or deceive the 
public, the taxpayers, the citizens, No person or bureau within 
the government while operating in an official capacity would 
be allowed to lie to us or attempt to deceive us; no more 
cover-ups, no more official secrets, no more hiding heinous 
crimes against humanity behind "National Security." 

I personally don't think America needs secrecy to survive; 
I don't believe our technological and military secrets are as 
important as the values and qualities we sacrifice in their name. 
T'm not suggesting we make it a crime to screw up or be 
wrong, or fail to perform as promised. I'm talking about 
officially lying to us about all the things we aren't supposed to 
be wise enough to understand, like what really happened to the 
Kennedys and Martin Luther King and Malcolm X and Lenny 
Bruce and Bob Marley and all that unidentified flying crockery 
in all those hidden warehouses, and why we spend millions to 
enrich murdering torturers in banana republics who 
subsequently betray us, when we supposedly can't afford to 
help our real friends and our own people when they have 
problems. 

These long years of official secrecy, bound together by the 
policies of borderline psychotics like J. Edgar Hoover and 
Harry Anslinger and spymasters like William Casey, have 
covered over and hidden far too many events that go totally 
against the will and wishes of practically all Americans. 

This modern America that can only be kept safe by the use 
of James Bond scenarios, midnight assignations, assassinations 
and torture sessions is not the America of Payne and Jefferson 
and Franklin and most definitely not the America I and my 
neighbors have always believed in. 

If somehow all of the facts hidden under the cloak of 
official secrecy could be miraculously uncovered, perhaps we 
might finally perceive what we have been so studiously 
avoiding for so long: 


WE ARE UNSPEAKABLY CORRUPT; ALL OF US; 
EACH OF US; EVERY ONE OF US. 








HBEEREE ER EEE E EEE EE 


185 


On top of that, nothing corrupts us so predictably and 
thoroughly and cruelly as POWER OVER OTHERS. 

Not one of us can withstand the temptations that 
accompany the ability to limit and deny others their freedom of 
choice. We've created positions of such great power that no 
living human can adequately fill them. Then we further cripple 
our possibilities by utilizing a system of choosing our leaders 
that usually eliminates anybody that is really qualified to lead. 

The only way I can see for us to begin to have real leaders 
in these positions of trust is to limit the aspects of their power 
that tend to corrupt: to limit their power to dictate lifestyle to 
others, and to deny them the opportunity to use the terrible 
power of modern government to escape accountability by the 
use of official secrecy 

Lying in high places may well be the country's most 
dangerous failing. Personal human rights are being eroded by 
policies propped up by public opinion managed by Madison 
Avenue techniques and carefully crafted outright lies. The 
integrity of the electorate has become so eroded that it has 
become fashionable in some circles to consider that only those 
rights that are clearly spelled out in the Constitution are safe 
from the encroaching meddling fingers of this apostate 
republic. 





This might be the section that gets me killed; I most 
sincerely hope not, but still, it has to be said. 


I wonder who or what is buried in William Casey's grave. 


Perhaps it might even be William Casey; maybe he didn't 
fake his own death at exactly the right time to save the 
Bushreaganites from justice after all. It sure was handy for him 
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to die so conveniently, exactly at the right time. 

In fact, there have been so many of those convenient 
coincidences during the last three decades, it leads one to 
suspect that something is terribly rotten at the very heart of 
our national government. 

The carnage around the presidency didn't start with Bill 
Clinton, but it sure has escalated. 


One of my buddies says he thinks I'm taking an awful 
chance with this stuff. He says that if | can get this published, 
which he doubts, 1 might end up missing or worse T have 
an active imagination, so 1 know what he means. I'm mostly 
depending on the fact that I'm nobody important or famous 
and that nobody cares much what I think. This gives me the 
opportunity to finish the work in peace and then get as many 
copies as possible out into the world as quickly as I can. I'm 
then depending on the fact that the powers-that-be aren't 
stupid enough to make me into a martyr, which would just 
give my words a lot more force. I sure don't want to be a 
martyr, I'm a really inappropriate candidate, but I also can't 
possibly let these things continue to go unsaid. My old teacher 
taught me that my duty is to provide what my environment 
lacks, If nobody else is going to say these things, honor 
demands that I do. 

Anyway, life is short and you do what has to be done. After 
all, 1am an American and I've been taught to think like this and 
behave like this since kindergarten. I did mean the vow to 
protect the Constitution, when I joined the army all those 
many years ago. 

I was lucky enough to be educated when we were still 
taught about real freedom, although | will admit we were 
expected to ignore Joseph McCarthy and HUAC trashing it on 
the television every night when we got home. Nowadays most 
of the schools use the same method as the Christian Church, 
which is to state the sacred principles and then explain them 
into incomprehensibility. It takes a real gift to make individual 
liberty boring. 
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Mungwe says that in order to be honored by history or 
have a strong effect on human thinking, it's as important to die 
at the right time, in the right way, as to live in a particular way. 
He says that there was a time when Arthur Godfrey was the 
best-loved entertainer in history, one of the very first to make 
a million bucks a year, and that if he had died, like Will Rogers, 
ina plane crash, at the height of his popularity, there would be 
statues of Arthur Godfrey all over the country and high 
schools and churches named after him. Mungwe says that, 
fortunately for Arthur but unfortunately for his historical 
stature, he hung around until he was an old has-been. 





Crazy Damion was drinking too much coffee and telling us 
about one of his trips in a past life, when he was a starship 
crewman. We listened raptly, since we aren't completely sure 
he is crazy, or if that makes any real difference. He gestured 
toward the ceiling, his eyes focused beyond it. 

"We stopped for a while on this planet that was a lot like 
this one," he said, "I hung around and kept quiet and listened." 

"Their whole culture was based on an ancient book that 
had been passed down through the generations. It was a very 
scholarly, technical, comprehensive book on juggling. 

“The various cultural leaders held their positions according 
to the perfection of their knowledge about every aspect of 
juggling. Annual competitions, where the experts discussed 
and debated juggling, were the high point of the year, and 
were attended by multitudes. Their mathematicians were able 
to calculate every tiny nuance of motion of any number of 
objects juggled in a number of different ways. The "Zen" of 
juggling was discussed and described: and recommended as 
the necessary inner peace and quiet from which the best 
juggling comes. There were books on juggling swords and 
hoops and balls and fruit and flaming wands and such. 

“There were also differing schools of thought about some 
of the aspects of juggling, and groups of people had in the past 
become so incensed by the error and intransigence of other 


188 


groups of people that violence had erupted and many people 
had been killed in the ensuing conflict." 


"It took me a little while to latch onto the point of all this. 
It was so ironic, 1 missed it at first. You see, nobody juggled 
on this planet, ever. They talked about it, studied about it, had 
competitions to see who knew the most about it, had wars 
over it, but NEVER DID IT." 

Damion shook his head, kind of wrinkled up his nose and 
grinned at us, "Like | said, it reminds me a lot of this place.” 


Old Sam took a hit off his bottle, wiped his mouth and 
grinned back at him and said, "What about the original juggler, 
the guy that found out all the stuff they put in the book?" 


Damion just said, "Well, I think you know the answer to 
that one, don't you? The same thing they do to anybody that 
gets caught actually juggling things. They obliterate them as 
quickly as possible as perpetrators of blasphemy or witchcraft 
Isn't that standard everywhere?” 


Draaset. 





Old Sam has been reading the rough drafts of this work. He 
came over last night to share some coffee and chew on the 
book with me for awhile. We got to talking about all the crazy 
random violence that shows up on the front pages and on the 
TV lately; things we never imagined when we were young. 
Sam said, "Hell, I can understand a guy gettin’ so pissed off he 
wants to just kill the whole world, I've felt that way myself 
more than once; I just can't understand startin’ out on a 
schoolyard full o' kids, or people in an office building or 
somebody else's family down at the Taco Bell. There are so 
many rotten bastards in the world that will go on rippin' people 
off and lyin’ about it and gettin' away with it all their lives, that 
I'd probably drop dead from exhaustion from shootin' them, a 
long time before I ever got around to shootin' any ordinary 
strangers." 

He said, "Put that in your book. Tell all those pissed-off 
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maniacs to use a little style, and stop bein' assholes. Get some 
fuckin’ taste and express some cosmic humor in their fiery, 
over-dramatic exits. Find some greed-crazed ambitious fascist 
vainglorious yuppie son-of-a-bitch that destroys other people's 
lives and livelihoods as a profession and go out with him in a 
blaze o' glory and leave the old folks down at the Burger King 
alone.” 

I said, "Sam, you know I can't say a thing like that, that 
would sound like | was advising people to break the law, to 
commit murder! You know I would never do that!" 

He said, "Well, then tell 'em I said it, and how appalled you 


are. 


Okay. 





I've been hearing about those bastards all of my life. Those 
bastards wouldn't listen to Billie Mitchell and the whole 
country paid the price in blood. Those bastards in the Other 
Party have been successfully diverting the never-ending 
governmental erosion of individual liberty in a direction that is 
biased in the favor of their constituency, beating us at our own 
game, so we're being all breast-beatingly moral about the 
unfairness of it all. Those bastards that interfere with a 
person's right to (fill in the blank). Those crazy bastards that 
think they have a right to (fill in the blank). Our own personal 
favorite peeves and prejudices have an unfortunate tendency 
to blur out the pivotal distinctions and confuse our ability to 
identify any really clever enemy or predator. I'm not saying 
these "bastards" don't exist, I'm just suggesting that you might 
consider being a bit more diligent in identifying them, beyond 
the vague conversational references. 


Just in case you are curious who among us might fit the 
profile, and exactly what they have done to us all, I seriously 
suggest you acquire a copy of "America: What Went Wrong?" 
by Donald L. Bartlett and James B. Steele, published by 
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Andrews and McMeel. You can get it through Quality 
Paperback Book Club or from your local bookstore. On 
second thought, save up your nickels and buy an extra copy or 
two and send them to your elected representatives and 
congresspeople, along with a note saying something like, 
“Where in the Hell were you when all of this went down, and 
what do you intend to do about it?" 

Chances are, if you aren't one of the bastards yourself, you 
don't really have a handle on the processes used to destroy our 
nation over the last twenty years or so. Our own Capitalist 
Leaders of Industry, motivated by a kind of greed so deep and 
evil it hasn't even been named yet, accomplished the 
destruction of America and the American Dream behind our 
backs while keeping our attention on such false enemies as the 
Communists and the Drug Lords, with the wholehearted 
collusion of Congress and the House of Representatives. Even 
if you think the rest of my book is pure crap, buy a copy of 
Bartlett and Steele's book or check it out from the library. The 
vermin and rot that infect our nation depend on darkness to 
hide their crimes. Shine the light of your own knowledge on 
them, and next time, cast an informed ballot. 





While we're on books, I'd like to recommend another: "The 
Emperor Wears No Clothes," by Jack Herer, available from 
the High Times Bookstore. Almost certainly you won't find 
this one in your library or local bookshop. Although both of 
these sources have many books describing every imaginable 
kind of sexual violence and betrayal and all the popular 
detailed accounts of serial killers, dismemberment and 
cannibalism, a true account of the history of hemp and how it 
became illegal in the United States is far too spicy for them. 
Do you comprehend the irony of all of the material in your 
library on the sanctity of the First Amendment and none at all 
on pot legalization? For a copy of "The Emperor," send 
$19.95 plus $1.75 shipping to: High Times Books, P. O. Box 
410, Mount Morris, IL, 61054, ask for book # HB/5S. Prices 
do go up, perhaps you should drop them a line first 
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Possibly the most important book to be published in this 
century might still be available right now in your local 
bookstore. Written by best-selling Author, Peter McWilliams, 
it's titled: "Ain't Nobody's Business If You Do," subtitled: 
"The Absurdity of Consensual Crimes in a Free Society," 
published by Prelude Press. It's a very informative, VERY 
funny book on an extremely important subject. | recommend 
it most highly. 


It almost goes without saying that Peter's book must be 
exactly on the mark, since his house was recently raided by our 
federal friends pretty obviously in retaliation. 





The National Rifle association keeps shooting itself in the 
foot. This upsets the hell out of me, since they are the main 
voice for the Second Amendment in America. They fit the 
ACLU like an adjacent piece in a jigsaw puzzle, in that the 
ACLU respects and upholds all of the US Constitution except 
the Second Amendment, and the NRA increasingly doesn't 
seem to care about anything else. The ACLU seems to feel 
that it is enough to defend what they consider to be basic 
rights by talking, writing articles, going to court and soliciting 
contributions from liberals. None of these methods works 
worth a shit when some violent creep decides he wants to rape 
your wife and blow your head off. 

If that happens, the NRA wants to make sure you have a 
9mm or a .357 handy and that you know how to use it without 
killing half your neighborhood. They also want to teach your 
kids what to do if they find a gun, so nobody gets hurt 
Personally, I find this exemplary 

The NRA is almost ridiculously scrupulously honest in all 
their literature and debating, counter to the usual caricatures 
on the comedy network and in the funny papers. It's actually 
the ban-the-guns people that consistently lie and twist the facts 
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in order to try to manipulate the public into following their 
agenda. 

Their campaign against "cop-killer" ammunition was not 
only based on untruths and distortions, but it also contributed 
to the needless deaths of a number of law-enforcement 
officers throughout the country and is still doing so. No 
lawman had ever been shot with the coated bullets, which 
were not available to the public anyway, being strictly a 
military or police item. The campaign, faithfully reported by all 
of the Pavlovianly-drooling media, designed purely to pander 
to the the public's herd instincts and stampede them into 
passing more emotional anti-gun legislation, instead informed 
the criminal element that (surprise, surprise!) cops are wearing 
bulletproof vests!!!. Of course, they had been doing so for 
quite a while, ever since the lifestyle wars had destroyed the 
relative safety of the streets and cops had started getting shot 
regularly, but criminals are mostly pretty stupid and most of 
them were still shooting for the middle of the body. Now, if 
you've ever seen what an officer's chest looks like after his vest 
stops a .357, you wouldn't want it to happen to anybody, but 
at least most of them survived, albeit many with broken ribs 
and measurable permanent impairment. The ban-the-cop- 
killer-bullets campaign resulted in a lot of cops suddenly 
starting to get shot in the face and the back of the head instead 
of the vest. The ban-the-guns folk didn't seem to mind this 
very much, since even after this result had been made known, 
they continued (and continue to this day) to promote the same 
misinformation. 

The "Saturday Night Special" campaign mostly removed 
the availability of cheap, reliable protection for the old and 
poor inner city resident. In its actual effect in the real world, 
the "Saturday Night Special" ban, although almost entirely the 
creation of the "liberal" elite, may be one of the most racist 
laws passed in modern times. The criminal element has no use 
for a little, cheap .22 or .25 caliber pistol. Those who have 
historically depended on them for their sole protection, the 
poor, often elderly, ghetto dwellers, find it a lot harder to 
afford a 9mm or a 38, and the predators know this. As far as 
the occasional shootings that actually happen according to the 
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"Saturday Night" scenario, often sparked by alcohol and 
gambling or philandery, a lot more of the victims survived and 
recovered back when the little, cheap guns made their smaller 
holes in people. The ban upgraded the severity of the damage. 


The National Rifle Association has for many years been the 
main voice for sanity in this area. Now they seem determined 
to blow it all by becoming politicized and polarized. 

The NRA has become a very politically-conservative, 
mostly Republican, organization as time has passed. The 
elected officers of the organization seem to be happy with the 
Drug War and are very much against de-criminalization. This 
means they support a national policy that will virtually ensure 
continued escalation of violence, therefore more crimes being 
committed with guns, leading to more misguided anti-gun 
legislation, the further eroding of the Second Amendment and 
the disarming of the law-abiding citizen in an increasingly 
violent world. 

Self-defeating behavior 


Unless the only real aim of the association executive is 
raising funds from members and new members. 


I wish somebody would let the officers of the NRA know 
that you don't serve your cause by drifting over toward the 
lunatic fringe. A while back, some of the top officers claimed 
every American has the inherent right to own tanks, grenade 
launchers, bazookas and so on. [ have a copy of a letter from 
one of them that says even a tactical nuke should be a legal 
part of a citizen's arsenal, since some of them can be "borne in 
the hand" and the Constitution says "right to bear arms." They 
seem to be determined to become a bad parody of themselves. 
Meanwhile, these freedom-fighters are not upset that local 
court officers have been telling young people, "If you have 
marijuana in your car, you have surrendered your 
Constitutional rights; you don't have any." 

Authorities always round up whoever is playing the part of 
the Jews, Gypsies, Catholics, Protestants, Blacks, etc., before 
they come for the gun owners, just so everybody will 
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understand how bad it can get if you don't cooperate. This 
time around, although the designated victims are the pot- 
smokers; the process is the same: stir up prejudice; make them 
into fools, filth and villains; then do some terrible wrongs to 
them, persecute them with escalating violence. The 
unwillingness to experience shame or remorse for allowing this 
to happen among them unopposed will provide the callus on 
the public conscience that will eventually allow their 
extermination or imprisonment. It has always worked so far, 
even into recent times. 


You are either for freedom, personal liberty, or you are not 
To be dedicated to your own freedom of choice is no big deal; 
it comes wired in. It's cool to be a warrior for your people or 
your group, but it's way below being a warrior for justice and 
equity for all. In the final analysis, if you don't care about the 
liberty of others, you're one of the pirates. | understand that it 
takes all kinds, but I just hate to see it when it's the pirates turn 
to wave the flag or wear the uniforms with guns. 





I was listening to the little guy at the gun show. He looked 
a little bit like the elderly Mickey Rooney. "There are living in 
this country right now, today," he said, "those who know 
enough to blow the liars and hypocrites permanently out of the 
water and save the republic, who know enough to teach the 
citizenry the cost of self-indulgence and complacency, perhaps 
even enough to put us back on the track and end all of the 
ethnic and lifestyle wars and official corruption. I would be 
willing to bet that somebody in each of the major television 
network news divisions is sitting on at least one or two of 
these world-changing stories right now. On the other hand, I'd 
be willing to bet that the crew that outed the President's willie 
didn't expect that stuff to go off the duck's back as easily as the 
Whitewater had been. One of the problems may be that 
nobody knows for sure exactly how far Washington's various 
bureaus will go to protect their lies and secrets -- almost 
anybody you ask believes that it is highly possible to turn up 
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dead or missing 

for crossing the wrong people. Everywhere I go, I hear 
rumbles and mumbles about Mena and Seals and two boys 
who should be raising families now, but aren't, because they 
thought they were safely in America, so they wandered, like 
boys will, and saw things." 


"They cover this stuff up and divert public attention to it by 
quietly, in the background, working through agents, 
encouraging people to get fooled by wacko conspiracy 
theories and faulty explanations that are just close enough to 
the truth to divert any attention to the real thing. 

"Now, you don't have to believe me," he said, "but, I ask 
you: do they know how to do this? Do they have the 
resources? Would it appear to be in their own best interests? 
Would you like to buy some medical insurance?" 

It's no wonder this country is flopping around like a catfish 
in the mud when the creek dries up; a democratic nation that 
depends on misinforming its own electorate has planted the 
seeds of its own corruption and failure. 





T had a question I wanted to ask Reagan and Bush, but 
could never find an opportunity. I still think it's a good 
question and | wish the President or the Congress or the 
Senate would answer it: 


What exactly must an American soldier or Police Officer 
do when ordered to do something illegal, something evil? 
When ordered to break the laws of his nation and his 
jurisdiction? When ordered to murder, torture or enslave the 
innocent? When ordered to participate in or ignore illegal acts 
by his peers or superiors? When obliged to support injustice 
and suppression? Not just theoretically, but in the real world? 


It may seem silly, but I have the idea that a really clear 
definition of a soldier or officer's duty in such cases, and a 
clear statement of what sort of support he could expect from 
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his government, to assist him in doing right, would clarify a lot 
of other things. 





My friend Doc, my fellow old-fart that lives down the 
canyon, says that God looks like a gigantic cockroach, "That 
crap about Mankind being made in God's image is just more of 
the usual monumental Anthrowback conceit." 

He says cockroaches haven't changed in millions of years 
except to get smaller and smarter and faster and immune to 
most poisons, including levels of radiation that would wipe us 
out overnight. He says they outnumber us and they will outlive 
us. 

If he should prove to be right, 1 wonder what the fate 
would be of anybody who might have glued little hats on them 
just for a laugh. 





One of my best non-human friends of all time was an 
Abyssinian/Tabby Tomcat who lived with me for over eleven 
years. He was smarter than most people and so big he scared 
the Hell out of the baggage handlers at more than one major 
air terminal when they had to bring me his carrier. Back when 
he was just a tiny ball of fluff, he managed to climb out of the 
kitten box and over the 18 inch barrier at the door, down the 
hall and up my leg before the other kittens even had their eyes 
open. He walked onto the newspaper on my lap, stood there 
looking me right in the eye very seriously for a few minutes 
and then flopped over on his side and started licking his paw, 
as if to say, "Okay, buddy, you're mine; I'm home." 

Years later, when I worked on my music, sitting at the 
keyboard of the piano, he liked to sit on the bench with me, 
and when I sang, he always took the tenor harmony. Although 
the feline idea of what constitutes music has always been a 
little over my head, I appreciated his enthusiasm, and still 
cherish the few audio tapes I have of some of our duets. 

He left me at the age of eleven, when an aging neighbor 
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absent-mindedly drove right up his spine one afternoon when 
the driveway was nice and warm. He managed to hold onto 
life with his head smashed until I could get there and put my 
hand on his back. 

He shuddered and his heart beat one more big stroke and 
he was gone. 

I have no doubt he had saved my life and sanity by helping 
me grieve when the love of our lives left us both some years 
before. We were friends. If I ever get out of this place, I think 
wherever I show up, he's likely to be around somewhere, in 
some form. 

A few years later, | acquired a Maine Coon Cat kitten, who 
grew into a medium-sized fluffy mouse-hunter. He was a good 
cat, although he never approached the size, intelligence, or 
personality of my old buddy. He was born and spent his first 
weeks under an ald crate propped against my late neighbor's 
garage during an extended period of steady rain one summer. 
Perhaps as a result, he seemed to like the rain, and stalked 
around even in the worst downpours looking like a drowned 
mop. 

The only other cat 1 knew that liked the rain lived on a 
small farm where | used to visit, in the Mark Twain country of 
California, east of Sacramento, up around Moke Hill and 
Jackson. When it didn't rain for a while, this feline nut-case 
would sit under the leaky old water-tank until she was soaked. 
When the lady of the house would go for a walk through the 
hills around her farm, she would be followed by any number of 
cats, including one soppy-drippy one, a goat or two and at 
least one goose, all stretched out behind her, single-file, like an 
illustration from a children's fantasy novel. 

The upper bedroom, where | slept when I visited, had bats 
in the walls. Every morning just at dawn they would return 
from their night's activities and fill the walls with their 
skreeking and chittering and rustling and scratching. It would 
last for fifteen minutes to a half hour, until they finally went to 
sleep. Pretty spooky. 

Actually, the bats themselves didn't bother me. The only 
thing that made me a little nervous was that bats are thought 
to often be carriers of rabies. None of the bats could get 
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through the walls into the room or the rest of the house, but it 
still made me a little bit uneasy to think of possibly-rabid bats 
in the walls. 

I also wondered what might happen if one of the cats were 
to kill and eat a rabid bat 





GREY BAT TO BLACK BAT: "This is a pretty nice place, 
but it makes me nervous to think that one of those evil 
despoilers of the environment, a filthy human is sleeping right 
on the other side of this wall! (shudder)" 





The Maine Coon Cat just didn't come home again one day, 
coincidentally the same day I was offered an incredibly smart, 
unusually gentle, uncommonly sane Siamese tomcat kitten. 
He has been with me for years now and is more important a 
friend and partner than many of the humans I associate with. 
I haven't learned much cat and he demurs learning much 
English, but we still communicate very well. Cats can tell you 
a lot about yourself; maybe that's why some people hate them 
so much. 





Old Sam says the fundamentalists want to effectively 
neuter their children, which is why they have emasculated the 
Christ Spirit in their religion. Sam says God made gender an 
sex and sexual desire and lust and the Devil made betrayal and 
insincerity and shame. "They've lost the ability to remember 
what's real," he said, "1 wonder what would've happened if 
Jesus had encountered the Gopi Maidens?" 


econ | 
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A few months before the Tianenmen Square Massacre, 
there was a letter printed in one of the area newspapers, 
lauding the Chinese death penalty for using dope and 
suggesting that we adopt it as our national policy. The writer 
argued that anybody who won't just be good and do as they're 
told deserves to die anyway. 

There was another one a month or two ago who ridiculed 
the idea that laws against marijuana use by adults should be 
rescinded because millions of otherwise law-abiding people 
choose to disobey the pot laws. She asked in her letter, "Why 
don't you just repeal the laws against rape and murder and 
robbery, too?" 

I find it difficult to understand how anybody, even in this 
era of near-universal willful stupidity, could fail to see the 
fundamental difference between rape, murder, theft, fraud, 
battery and the like (all of which are violence against another 
person or his property) and the use of hemp, especially in a 
culture fairly drowning in liquor, wine and beer, with their 
ubiquitous vigorous advertising, tobacco in all its toxic forms, 
thousands of ways to binge on sugar and a pill for damned near 
everything. In fact, the waging of the Drug War by the 
government and the police is a lot more similar to a violent 
crime than smoking pot is, and I'm certain this will be the 
opinion of future generations, if there are any. 


The Truth that can make you free about the Drug War is 
that it is not being waged in the traditional ways "war" is 
waged against crime, but rather in the ways pogroms are 
waged against a hated social class or ideological minority. 





The stone the builders have rejected is the cornerstone. 
Without honesty and clear communication, the building is 
bound to fall. Beware of any edifice based on hypocrisy and 
ignorance and official secrets. No matter how attractive it may 
appear, the walls are full of rabid bats 
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INTERLUDE 


Peter Trayne put a pinch from the tin into his pipe and 
touched the flame from a Bic lighter to it, took a long pull 
from the pipe and held it while he stretched his arms above his 
head. He put the pipe down and took a sip of coffee. As he 
turned back to the monitor, he noticed a brief, bright flash of 
blue-white light through the window of the cabin. He raised 
his eyebrows slightly and peered out the window, got up and 
opened the cabin door and listened for a bit, then shook his 
head and returned to the chair and turned his 
attention to the screen. 
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Chapter Twelve 


lam he as you are he as you are me 
as we are all together. 
~St. John, the Beatle 


Remembering the Ancient Beginning 
is the essence of Tao. 
-Lao Tze 


(Gnostalgia, anyone?) 


If you ever find yourself needing a place to stay for the 
night, and you're in the neighborhood of a lamasery or ashram 
in Nepal or Japan or what's left of Tibet - according to the 
ancient tradition, as reported in countless books and stories, if 
you show up at the door you may be asked a sort of cosmic 
question. Theoretically, if you answer correctly you will be 
invited to stay the night as an honored guest. 

Notice | didn't say “if you give the correct answer." 


It's also possible that all of the people who wrote all of 
those books never actually left their own home state or 
province, perhaps not even their own easy chairs, but had all 
read the same account written years ago by somebody who 
once got drunk with Uncle Tongpa. If so, let's hope that if you 
ever need to try this method, the people who run the ashram 
or lamasery have read the same books you have. 

One of the more famous of these cosmic questions is: 
"What is the sound of one hand clapping?" 
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(Bad Ed Sullivan Impression) 

"And now, right here on are shoe, for the very first time on 
television, I will reveal the cosmic answer. But first, a 
commercial announcement." 

(/Bad Ed Sullivan Impression) 


In fact, | think I'll wait a few pages, so you can have time 
to mull it over a little on your own. 

The actual question was: "You know the sound of two 
hands clapping; now tell me the sound of one hand clapping." 

(Actually, technically, that's not a question, but a 
command, but hey, what the hell; I'm just quoting.) 

Sometime later, we will return to this weighty matter. 





Are you familiar with Occam's Razor? Do you have 
possession of some kind of working Bullshit Filter? 

When you read or hear an account that claims that there is 
a Universal Creator, a Designer and Mover of the Galaxies, 
that started right here on this very planet - a few thousand 
years ago began the whole thing - billions of stars and galaxies 
and nebulae and black holes and all, by creating simultaneously 
all that heaven and this very Earth, well...doesn't that seem at 
least a little bit amazing? Don't you think maybe the account 
could possibly be something less than accurate because the 
reporter was biased and ignorant, albeit perhaps greatly 
inspired? 

The thing | find most interesting about all this is that 
hundreds of educated, trained people, technologists and 
engineers and scientists and doctors, say they believe this 
story is factual because "it's in the Bible." 

This kind of logic couldn't fix a bicycle tire, let alone 
produce a sewing machine, a VCR or a nuclear bomb. On the 
other hand, this kind of thinking might well be what would 
allow people intelligent enough to invent a nuclear weapon to 
be desperate, misguided and crazy enough to actually do such 
a thing. 

















I saw a sign beside the road the other day. It said: 


There are two absolute 
certainties in this life: 


One: There IS a God. 
Two: It's NOT you. 


Blah Blah Something or 
other Pentecostal Church. 


I had to stop the truck on the side of the road until I 
stopped laughing, 


Mungwe discussed this subject once while we were on our 
way back from a trip to Denver, where we had gone to get a 
part for a friend's Cessna 172. We were talking about all the 
mental convolutions and back-flips the religious people go 
through to pursue their quest for oneness with the Divine and 
stil] maintain their safe separation from the Great Spirit. 

Mungwe was scrunched up in the far right side of the cab 
of my old Ford pickup, with his bare feet up on the dash, 
nibbling on a bag of Frito's Corn Chips. He gestured at me 
with a chip and said, "Now, it would be silly as Hell if the tip 
of your left little toe was to declare: 1 AM PETE’, but on the 
other hand, if that toe-tip was to start saying: I AM NOT 
PETE’, and living like that was so, you would have cancer of 
the toe." 





That sign makes me question just exactly which spirit it is 
they're filled with. 
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According to Yeshua, there is none righteous, no, not one. 
He also made it pretty clear, to anybody who wants to know, 
that the worst damned snake of all is the sonofabitch who 
thinks he is righteous. That's the one who has been 
multiplying our pain and grief and vain folly at the cost of the 
loss of our joy and aliveness, predictably, over and over, right 
down through human history. 

Yet, not a single one of us is completely free of this taint 


1 have come to understand that Yeshua didn't teach that 
you must love your neighbor as yourself because it's a good 
idea or a nice way to act, but because it's the aspect of life 
that's universally denied by all cultures and individuals, exactly 
that denial being at the root of all of our error. Most of us have 
tremendous resistance against experiencing that others are 
ourself, that we are, truly, one. All the instructions pointed 
toward selfless behavior are to assist the seeker to find the 
courage to allow the experience of clarity, of what is, not just 
on this one limited level of experience, but on all of them. 

The actual experience that corresponds to being "Born 
Again" isn't some kind of Christian Church acceptance of 
"Jesus," nor is it even the immensely disturbing, transforming 
snap that can occur during a true religious conversion, where 
a person reverses polarity within his personal/societal 
definitions of Good-Person/Bad-Person 

Being "Born Again" is more like the opening gambit in a 
game where it is possible for Pinocchio to become a Real 
Person. 


If I may be allowed to reiterate once more, being Born 
Again has nothing whatsoever to do with religion or any 
other kind of belief. "Born-Again Christian" may well be the 
ultimate oxymoron. 


Chances are by now, you are about to pitch the book in the 
trash because I keep flailing away at the Christians, which 
either bores you or offends you, unless you hold some sort of 
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obsessive/compulsive rancor toward them, as by now you may 
think I do. 

Hang on just a little longer. I'm getting to the punch line. 
Musicians have known for a long time that if you repeat and 
repeat and repeat a theme, slightly varied each time, eventually 
a tension can be built up, a microscopic annoyance, a fidgetty 
desire for relief, so that if the change comes at just the right 
moment, the energy levels double, including the enjoyment of 
the crowd. So hang on and see if we can pull it off here. 


Here's the Big Secret: the same experience that's called 
being "Born Again" in the Christian Bible is also described as 
an experience of enlightenment in the teachings of the 
Buddhas, the traditions of the Sufis, various Hindu texts, 
Native American traditional stories and countless other 
sources. It is nothing less than the catastrophic breakthrough 
into the true nature of reality from the prison of attitude, 
opinion and personal armor built up over the course of a 
lifetime. It is perhaps the rarest of all human experiences, the 
most powerful, and the least understood. Since one of the 
main purposes of language through the years has been to make 
communication possible without the danger of summoning up 
this experience, it is no wonder that most attempts to describe 
it to others are worse than futile. 

There are far more people in the world who have failed this 
initiation, to become warped, bent or fanatical than those who 
have passed through the eye of the needle to become friends 
of the Spirit of Life. Just about the worst possible preparation 
for this test is a religious upbringing, with all its self- 
righteousness, dogma, prejudice, rationalization and 
erroneous explanations. Except for those who break free, 
using the Kachina/Santa Claus Realization. 





If I correctly understand their doctrine, those Pentecostal 
folks with the big sign, 
like all evangelical, fundamentalist Christians, say we are going 
to have to account to our Divine Judge for every single word. 
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If that should turn out to be accurate, | wonder if they will 
get charged extra for blaspheming the Holy Spirit in ten-foot- 
high letters on a sign by a major highway. 


9. 








I know two real certainties: 


One: What these folks mean when they say "God" has 
never existed anywhere but in Man's imagination, never has; 
never will. The Great Spirit can't be contained in human 
definitions, descriptions, rationalizations or understandings. 

This "God" that keeps turning up to justify and explain the 
most evil and dishonorable aspects of human interaction, is a 
projection of personal and cultural hopes and fears and will 
continue to occlude and eclipse the light of the Spirit of Life 
until it is either finally outgrown or it kills us all. 

For Nuclear-Powered Technological Mankind to still have 
more than half its numbers in thrall to theories about how Bog 
made the world out of corn-meal-mush is like having a 
Supreme Court Justice trying your Capital Case while sucking 
noisily on a pacifier. 


Two: If I'm Not God then God is not One and there must 
be a bigger, more inclusive God who contains and includes 
both of us. (I realize this must sound like some kind of Neo- 
Augustinian sophistry, but I admit to still hanging on to the 
fraying threads of hope that some poor lost religious soul 
might be freed from error by reading this, and if I'm going to 
address them too, I have to speak their language.) 


The religious people talk about the “spark of God within 
us" and "being One with the Father through the Son" almost 
as diligently as they point their humvees and howitzers at any 
poor frog who is developing inklings of Kingship 


Talk about Semantic Antics. 
Maybe that toe needs some chemo-therapy. 
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The battle about the right to terminate a pregnancy is still 
all over the front pages as | write this. This is a tough issue. 
One of the problems is that many of the questions on this 
subject seem to be posed from false positions. 

The subject has become inextricably entwined with our 
generally accepted local social mechanisms for rationalizing 
wrong. 

As I understand it, the pivotal question is: "When does 
human life begin?" 

Exactly when is the little critter, inside its mama, a real 
person? 


If we are only going to consider the genetic code as a 
criterion, then no other life in the universe is human but Homo 
Sapiens, in which case, according to our social conventions, 
we are allowed to guiltlessly make sausages and cheap luggage 
out of any unfortunate Klingons or Romulans we might 
happen to meet out there who have inferior weaponry to ours. 


No? 


Well, then... if we're considering the kind of intelligence 
that can look back at us, aware of us, alive and experiencing 
consciously, then any dog, cat, gerbil or goldfish is more 
human than, say, a homo sapiens zygote. 


The sign along the road said: "Abortion Murders 
Children!" I have eight different dictionaries in my study. 
Some are very old and some are very new. They all define 
"child" as a human who is between birth and youth, except the 
one from Reader's Digest, which, alone of all of them, gives a 
second definition as "an unborn fetus." Wonderful, these folk 
have always been able to recognize where the profits are. If 
reinventing the language gives you some kind of advantage in 
appealing to people's emotions in order to advance your social 
agenda, just re-write the damned dictionary to confirm it. Now 
an acorn is officially an oak tree. 
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When a woman is so desperate she will try digging around 
in her most sensitive internal areas with a bent coat-hanger, 
trust me, she is not relating to the life within her as her “child,” 
but as an unwanted parasite. We may not like that this is so, 
but it is. 

Here's the tragic, terribly ugly, fact of life that can bestow 
clarity about this: 


No person should be forced to allow another creature to 
grow inside them without their permission. 


The legal and moral precedents are clear, if not particularly 
attractive. There have been cases where a life could have been 
saved by, for instance, a bone-marrow transplant, but the 
prospective donor refused. The law upheld the right to refuse 
in such cases. Even to save another person's life, nobody can 
be forced to suffer pain and danger and inconvenience against 
their will. The danger and pain and inconvenience suffered by 
a bone-marrow donor is pretty minor compared to that of 
bearing a child, and a bone-marrow donor isn't required to 
take responsibility for the recipient for the rest of his or her 
life. 

The idea that a first trimester fetus is a full-fledged human 
child, with rights that supersede those of the mother, is a 
matter of religious belief, about which there is a great deal of 
disagreement even within the Christian community. The 
problem is that, once again, the “pro-lifers" intuitively know 
exactly what "God" thinks about the matter and they are, by 
God, gonna make sure you do it their way or else. | find it 
bitterly, brutally, ironic that the two favorite terrible sins these 
folk violently oppose, abortion and drug-use, are not 
mentioned at all in their Bible, which tends to concentrate on 
self-righteousness, hypocrisy, selfishness, avarice, dishonesty 
and gluttony. 

My own experience is that those who characterize 
themselves as "pro-life" are very often the same ones who 
resist all attempts to make abortion unnecessary through 
education and contraception. For some reason, they also tend 
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to fight against laws protecting children from serious abuse by 
their own parents. Carefully considered and stripped of 
rationalization, their whole agenda consists of using the threat 
of violence and imprisonment to force others to obey their 
wishes, no matter what the cost. 





I once witnessed an exchange on this subject between 
Mungwe and a tourist from somewhere in the wetter part of 
the country. We were sitting on the wall of the Sun Temple at 
Mesa Verde, sharing coffee from a thermos bottle, when a 
group of people wandered over and sat down near us. The 
obvious leader of the group began to stalk and strut back and 
forth, declaiming his infinite wisdom about "the primitive cliff- 
dwellers" to his people. It was impossible to ignore him; his 
volume level was more appropriate to a podium or pulpit than 
to the shady quiet of the mesa-top. I noticed that he glanced at 
Mungwe out of the corner of his eye from time to time as he 
spoke to his entourage. I said to Mungwe, sotto voce, "I think 
he's preaching at you.” 

The trickster winked at me and said nothing. 

After a while, the group sort of broke up and began to 
wander around the ruin in groups of two and three, speaking 
quietly among themselves. Mungwe said to me, "He's gonna 
be over here any minute." Mungwe was wearing Wrangler 
Jeans, a blue shirt and a black cowboy hat, his long hair tied in 
a pony-tail, very obviously an Indian. 

Sure enough, the fellow with the air of self-importance and 
the big voice came over within a couple of minutes and struck 
up a conversation with my friend, in the course of which it was 
mentioned that the group was on a mission from God, 
harassing abortion clinics, and had decided to take a day off to 
see the sights. 

After he had gone on for a while about the tragedy of 
people “murdering their own babies," Mungwe posed a 
question to him. Very mildly and innocently, Mungwe asked 
him, "What happens to those unborn babies? Do you have 
funerals for them?" 
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Somewhat taken aback, the Reverend, hemmed and hawed 
and then admitted that normally no services were held for 
them. "That's a good point, sir," he said, "but you see, none of 
the people in our group would kill their children. Those who 
do so are outsiders and unbelievers, so we don't have access 
to them to perform services for them." 

Mungwe then asked, "What about when one of your folks 
has a miscarriage, loses a baby, do you have services for 
them?" 

Sensing that Mungwe might be a hostile audience after all, 
the man hesitated and then admitted that, no, they didn't. 

Mungwe then asked, "What about the souls of those 
aborted humans? What do you believe happens to them?" 

The tourist said, "Why, they go to the Lord Jesus, to the 
Heavenly Father, to spend Eternity with the Angels in Heaven. 
Since they have never reached the age of accountability, their 
original sin is forgiven by the Heavenly Father, and they are 
immediately admitted to Paradise.” 

Mungwe shook his head in consternation. He glared at the 
preacher and said, "Man, what in the world are you doing, 
then,.meddling in this matter? According to your own religion, 
you are forcing these poor, defenseless unbom babies to be 
born where they aren't welcome, aren't wanted, aren't loved, 
instead of going straight to Heaven, do not pass go, do not 
collect a final judgement." He slid down off the wall where he 
had been sitting and dusted off his hands. "There are hundreds 
of poor mamas within a couple of hundred miles of this place 
that will lose their wanted babies, children who have been born 
and have little home-made toys and names and hopes and 
dreams of their own, who will die from lack of medical care 
and from poor nutrition, plague-outbreaks and hanta-viruses, 
while you spend other people's money and time riding around 
in a big new air-conditioned bus, hassling poor people whose 
problems you wouldn't touch with the corner of your 
handkerchief. 1 think you'd better find some other place to 
practice your false prophecy." 

Mungwe weighs about 95 pounds and appears to be 
somewhere in his sixties or seventies, but that big, fat, 
preacherman gathered up his geese and deflocked in about 
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thirty seconds. 





Sam says he has considered the abortion question and came 
up with an idea: why not make provisions for the unwanted 
proto-humans to be implanted in the wombs of volunteers? 
Wouldn't this satisfy all concerned? 

I discussed this idea with an acquaintance who works with 
a family planning group; she advises me that this is not a new 
idea, that it was suggested by some of her compatriots a long 
time ago, but that so far there have been no takers, no 
volunteers. I'm not really surprised. 


Once again: their agenda consists entirely of other people's 
unwilling sacrifices. 





Do you have any idea how easy it would be to rig a voting 
machine? Do you know what an integrated circuit is? Well, it's 
a little block of plastic with a shit-load of little wires or 
terminals sticking out of it, containing more circuitry and 
components than your uncle's big old 1954 ham radio rig. 

You don't fix them; if they fail, you toss them or send them 
back to the factory. 

Who knows what they have on the inside and whether it's 
supposed to be there or 
not? 

Not me. 

Not you, either, I bet. 


The integrated circuits are lined up by the dozens on circuit 
boards called cards. If the machine breaks, the repairman 
doesn't get into the actual circuitry; he changes the whole 
board, because he doesn't know what's in there either. 

Old Occam again: Listen: 

It was technologically feasible many years ago to rig 
them. Easy as pie. What do you want to bet nobody has 
ever done it? Your freedom? Your Nation? 
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It may well turn out that the most dangerous change ever 
made in the electoral process was the introduction of the 
voting machine. In one fell swoop, the process went from an 
open, visible count of physical ballots to a secret, invisible, 
technological procedure incomprehensible to most polling 
officials and voters. At the same time, without even a squeak 
of protest, we lost the basic right to write in a candidate. 

How do you know the numbers the machines read out are 
the same as the number of votes fed into them? How are we 
citizens, voters, assured that this is so? Do we just take this on 
trust? Seriously? Would you like to buy some Florida 
swampland? Arizona desert? This genuine Rolecks watch? 
Maybe a Stineweigh piano? 


If you have any curiosity about this question, I recommend 
a book called "Votescam," by James M. Collier and Kenneth 
F. Collier. The last time 1 checked, they had a web page at: 
www.copi.com/VoteScam/ 


We used to laugh at the elections in the USSR, with their 
one-candidate ballots. Now, we're not laughing so hard, with 
our two or three unacceptable candidates. At least the 
Russians could vote "NO." 

Without a way to vote no or write in a candidate, 
democracy is a charade, a multiple-choice exercise in futility. 
Perhaps all it would take to turn this sorry mess around would 
be a chance to vote "none of the above" and have some 
informed confidence in the polling processes. 





One of the main influences that work to destroy our 
republic is created by the combination of political parties and 
the Peter Principle. In case you aren't familiar with the latter 
term, it describes the effects of human nature on human 
hierarchies: In a pecking order, people tend to rise to their 
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own level of incompetence and then stay there, gumming up 
the works by inadequacy, jealous possessiveness and empire- 
building. A man who is a great mechanic might also do well as 
a lead hand and then a foreman; but if he is promoted to lower 
management and is lousy at it, he will probably still be stuck at 
that level until he retires or the company finally dies from the 
lost productivity and integrity caused by just this effect. When 
you add the power and responsibility and incredible 
temptations of an elected office to this universal principle of 
human interaction, it's no wonder the country is staggering 
around shooting itself in the foot, ass and elbow, it's a damned 
wonder it hasn't shot itself in the head yet. Any day now. 


Well, all I can say is that I have been working on this for 
over a decade and I first wrote the above words some years 
ago, before the Clinton soap opera was in full swing. It sure 
didn't take long. 





What actually is the difference between Republicans and 
Democrats? One of my friends says it's that Republicans are 
exactly like Democrats except that they don't piss in the 
shower. 

Well, let's see.... Democrats are pro-choice, pro-liberty 
about reproductive choice; Republicans are pro-second 
amendment, pro-liberty about the right to defend self and 
family....so, what if I have very strong convictions about both 
of these inalienable rights? Am | a Demican or a Republicrat? 

What it comes down to in the end is that the Democratic 
Party generally approves of a moderate amount of fascist 
tyranny based on prejudice and bigotry, and the Republican 
Party, being the more Christian of the two, approves of a 
somewhat higher level. It's the Walrus & Carpenter effect 
again. 





You become what you despise. The surest way to become 
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afflicted with any problem is to see somebody else not handle 
their version of it very well and to feel superior to them and 
think you could handle it much better. 


LOOK OUT! 


The Sutras say, "The Bodhisattva never affirms 
concerning any condition that it is finally extinguished." 


Did you ever say, "Well, I'm over that one!"? 
It came right back, didn't it? 
With its seven friends. 


Beware delusions of competence -- don't mess with 
Murphy. 


C: 





Have you heard that people are being healed by the spirit 
of Elvis? Apparently, Elvis has shown himself to hundreds of 
people so far and has even raised at least a couple of people 
from the dead. Now they say that his tomb is empty. Sounds 
vaguely familiar. 

1 wouldn't know about these miraculous happenings if it 
weren't for the unavoidable screaming headlines on the tabloid 
newspapers at the check-out counter of my local supermarket 

Elvis hasn't even been gone for twenty-five years. Just 
imagine what might happen in two thousand. 





There was a lot wrong with America in its early days, but 
if there was any one issue that illustrated and signified and 
concentrated all that was wrong, it was slavery. It's no wonder 
this nation, with its incomparable position in history and near- 
unlimited possibilities, has fallen into doing such wretched evil 
so many times in its history; we started out wrong; the men 
who were the recipients of the holy vision of liberty stated in 
the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution owned 
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human slaves. 

I know I said that before. I don't think you can say it too 
often. I wish every school day began, not only with the pledge 
of allegiance, but also a list of the grievous wrongs that have 
been done in the name of that flag. As long as we pretend that 
America already exists in the real world, we will avoid the 
painful necessities, the voluntary suffering, required to bring it 
into being. 

After the Civil War, that one main issue was the policy of 
genocide practiced against the original inhabitants of the 
continent. 

The issue after the experiment with prohibition was the 
German policy of genocide against the Jews, Gypsies and 
other "non-Aryans," and the fact that the rest of the "civilized 
world" chose to look the other way until attacked. Kind of like 
these days. 

The one main issue these days is the Drug War. Nothing of 
substance can be done about international terrorism, "ethnic 
cleansing," economic collapse, corrupt high officials, or any of 
the other potentially mortal wounds in the body politic of this 
unhappy world until the violence, bigotry and persecution of 
the Drug War is ended. 

Each of these terrible evils was enthusiastically supported 
and endorsed by a majority of those local people who 
considered themselves to be the Good People, the Born-Again 
People of God. 


Something Fishy here. 





The process continues to do harm. Ethnicide is just one of 
the results 


The Christian Missionaries of the last hundred years 
weren't content to just produce little Christians out of the 
native people of Asia and Africa; they found that it pleased 
them to create, in their own image, little Americans and 
Europeans. It seemed, for instance, sort of filthy and 
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subhuman for some of these people to be constantly following 
a bunch of dirty cattle all around a desert, so they taught them 
it was much better, more civilized to settle down and live in 
towns. So, their nomadic culture, with all its ancient 
knowledge, died, and with it, the desert died too. Now their 
children are dying by the hundreds of thousands, while most of 
the Born-Again, God-Loving, Christian people spend their 
money and time picketing Planned Parenthood 


Perhaps that may be somewhat simplified, but it's 
essentially correct. 





Now that the planet is mostly all known and mapped and 
every square foot is claimed by one government or another, 
there is no longer any place for the Daniel Boones and Lewis 
and Clarks among us, no places for the Jim Bridgers to 
explore; no new continents for the Columbuses and DeGamas 
among us. This spherical Earth has supplanted and eradicated 
the old endless, flat earth, with its boundless supply of 
mystery. We now lack the absolutely essential safety valve 
provided by a no-man's-land. We are fast running out of 
lawless wilderness; that may be why it's beginning to manifest 
in the heart of our cities. 

I think a lot of the psychedelic experimentation and mental 
exploration of the sixties and seventies was in response to the 
built-in drive to break new ground, manifesting in people 
trapped in a cultural setting containing no new ground. 

I also think that the incredibly fearful, violent, iron-hard 
overreaction by the wielders of power and the resultant 
totalitarian prohibition of all psychedelics stifled a natural 
process, and is largely responsible for the meteoric rise of 
greed, hypocrisy and blind selfishness as national attributes. 


SHINY STAINLESS STEEL 
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SPINNING GEARS 
FANCY DANCE STEPS 
NO HEART. 


tetatn 





Contrary to official prejudice, the majority of those who 
have tried the various psychedelics available since the hippy 
revolution have not been careless idiots, but free-thinking 
intellectuals, explorers and experimenters. It can take a lot of 
courage to try something new and possibly dangerous. Such 
people are always called fools by those with less heart. 





Mungwe had directed me to drive south from Cortez on 
highway 666. After a quick visit to the diner at the M&M 
Truck Stop, we turned west and headed down McElmo 
Canyon. It was early morning and there were small patches of 
fog in the low-lying spots along the road. Just after we crossed 
the bridge over McElmo Creek, we drove slowly through the 
yard of the ranch that stands at the bottom of Sand Canyon 
and up the rough gravel road to the carbon dioxide wells 
halfway up the canyon. We parked at the sealed-off wellhead 
and donned our packs and canteens and began the arduous 
climb up the upper canyon. On either side of us as we passed 
were dozens of old "Anasazi" ruins, many of which I had 
played in with my friends who lived in the canyon when I was 
a child. One in particular brought strong recollections of those 
days, since it was decorated with bright yellow "paint" I had 
since learned was made from carnotite, a dangerously 
radioactive uranium ore that is common to the area. 

By early afternoon we had reached the high ridge that 
divides Sand and Rock Creek Canyons and we stopped for 
lunch, Mungwe's customary custom-built sandwiches from the 
M&M, grilled cheese with a fried egg and lettuce and tomato 
on toasted whole wheat bread. We sat in the shade of a small 
pine, watching little ground squirrels fight over pine nuts. 
Somehow a comment I made in jest about all squirrels being 
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"crazy" turned the conversation to the subject of sanity and the 
difficulty in quantifying it. 

Mungwe had somehow managed to entice one of the little 
striped critters to ignore its own survival instincts and sit on 
his knee and accept sunflower seeds from his open hand. As he 
fed the little guy and occasionally stroked the back of its head 
with a finger, he spoke quietly. 

"There are two main kinds of sanity," he said, "first there is 
the kind most people recognize, which is mental stability that 
has never been tested, so it appears to be intact. This is the 
kind of sanity that allows people to consider themselves to be 
good citizens and donate smallpox-ridden blankets to Indian 
children or make Jews into soap. Then there is the other kind, 
wherein a person has gone nuts every way available to them 
and found their way successfully back to stability. This second 
kind of sanity is what makes a Medicine Person, what your 
people call a Shaman." 

Having run completely out of sunflower seeds, Mungwe 
grinned at the little stripey freeloader as it waddled off, its 
cheeks bulging with loot. 

“Most folks live in their minds like living in a house with 
most of the rooms boarded up and padlocked. No wonder 
they're capable of all kinds of vileness and cruelty when they're 
tested and one of those doors pops open. Better to bust down 
the doors and clean house while you can and live in the whole 
house than to just camp in the parlor and pretend the other 
rooms don't exist. Peyote and pot and mushrooms and LSD 
and such are some of the ways to open some of those doors 

"One of the sources of the great hatred, fear and resistance 
to these things from your authorities and religious people is 
that they often work, unlike their own methods, which mainly 
produce hypocrisy and self-delusion and dogmatic belief 
systems. That which is counterfeit always resents the real 
McCoy." 





A lot of good decisions and fervent resolutions fall by the 
wayside because people don't seem to comprehend the 
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difference between commitment and the painstaking 
acquisition of requisite skills. 

You may have promised with gritted teeth and white 
knuckles to ride the unicycle without falling, but doing so is a 
skill, only to be acquired through long hours of practice, 
mostly consisting of falling on your ass, falling on your back, 
falling on your head, etc. and getting back up and trying again, 
hundreds and thousands of times. If you quit after you have 
fallen a few dozen times you won't ever be a unicycle rider, no 
matter how sincere or dedicated you are. 





Okay, it's going to get deep in here for a minute. If this 
doesn't make any sense to you or it sounds like total crap, 
pretend it's a rock song you can't exactly understand the 
words to, an obscure poem but not a very long one, a 
momentary piss break for the passengers in the next coach. 
About one out of every twenty readers will find this next bit of 
information useful at some time in their lives, often in a 
moment of great need or dire testing, so I'm sticking it in here 
for their sake. 





According to the OLD ONES, as related to me by 
Mungwe, Grey Wolf and a few others, each of the ten 
numerals in our decimal-based mathematical system represents 
a natural division or point of transition in the progression of 
events 

They say that there is an infinity of fractions to the right of 
the point. This reality includes anything that is partial, 
incomplete or divided against itself. 

All of the dualistic, "God/Devil"-based religions and 
philosophies fall to the night 
of the point, in the world of the great lie, the world of self- 
delusion, self-deception: this world. 
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0 


First there is the space where numbers can appear, 
represented by the zero. This is the absolutely Senior 
Dimension in this reality, the source of all experience, infinite 
potential possibility, everything/nothing, endless space. 


1 


The first state in the process of creation, represented by the 
numeral one and the letter A is consciousness without an 
object. This is the YHVH dimension, the | AM. Sometimes 
this is erroneously identified as a "Supreme Being." Being can 
only arise with non-being; the aleph state is above all duality 


2 


The numeral two represents the dimension of being/non- 
being. The second letter is, appropriately, B. This is 
experienced as consciousness with itself as object, self- 
awareness 


5 


The numeral three represents the dimension of the 
proliferation of possibilities, exploration of the world. The 
letter C describes a being perceiving the attributes of its 
sutroundings. 


4 
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The numeral four represents the cross, the cross-purposes 
created and maintained by all of our doing, represented by the 
letter D. This is the dimension of competition and definition, 
as exemplified by natural selection by extinction of species. 


5 


The numeral five represents the dimension of real magic, 
cooperation rather than competition, foreplay. The fifth letter 
is E, for engage. 


The OLD ONES say we are undergoing the painful 
transition from the fourth world to the fifth; that's what all the 
agitation and conflict are about. 


THE LOCKED-UP ANTAGONISM OF THE CROSS 
SYMBOL, WHERE EACH LINE IS OPPOSED BY 
ANOTHER LINE, EACH SPACE IS OPPOSITE A SPACE, 
IS RELEASED IN THE NEW FORM, THE PENTANGLE, 
WHERE EACH LINE IS OPPOSITE TO A SPACE. 


> W 


The little grubby princess from down the canyon, looking 
up from tormenting the cat (he loves it), saw these figures 
sketched in my journal and, pointing to each in turn, solemnly 
pronounced, "Kite...Chrysler!" 
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6 


Six is sex. Its letter is F (of course, what else?). It 
represents the working together of different elements to create 
something greater than the sum of its parts. It represents the 
relaxing of the restraints of the self/non-self duality in an act of 
mutual redefinition. 


7 


Seven represents the dimension of transformation, of the 
coital climax. Its letter is G, for God. It is the work of the 
seventh dimension that is so studiously avoided by fallen 
Mankind. Unwilling to experience himself as 
GOD/RESPONSIBLE/ABLE, Man rests, to start over at one 
again, over and over. Communion devolves into empty ritual; 
Sisyphus trudges up his futile hill once more. The coitus 
interruptus represented by the avoidance of the seventh level 
protects us from the devastating effects of the eighth. 


8 


Eight is dying to oneself, eternity/infinity, denoted by the 
letter H, for Man's hatred of the potentialities of this dimension 
and his misidentification of it: "Hell." 

The "Great Void" of Eastern philosophy, the reflection of 
the space represented by the zero, has as its human-reality- 
counterpart the point at the center of the numeral eight, the 
infinity symbol, the figure four, and the cross: the eye of the 
needle. 

The endless weeks of false sevens, consisting of sixes and 
rests, this continual sex-without-a-climax, has been created 
and sustained to protect us from the terrors of the eighth 
dimension. Eight also represents the ability to die at will 
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9 


Nine represents perfect completion, perfection, the 
Kingdom of Heaven, where the world follows you in perfect 
harmony. The ninth letter is 1. 





I don't think your memories, opinions and prejudices will fit 
through the eye of that needle. Neither will your separate self. 

However....that which takes up no space can go where 
there is no room. 





Here's the solution to a very old riddle: 


One method of getting out of a rut is to rock back and forth 
until you build up some momentum, So, instead of the old 
pattern: 


FORWARD BACK FORWARD BACK FORWARD FORWARD BACK 
ONE TWO THREE FOUR FIVE SIX REST 


We have the new one: 


FORWARD BACK FORWARD BACK FORWARD FORWARD FORWARD 


ONE TWO THREE FOUR FIVE six SEVEN 
‘TEM GWEF TEM GWEF DRR RR RR" 
ROCK AND ROLL ! 
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Tt was late afternoon; Mungwe had led me up Battle Rock, 
by way of the south face, climbing along very steep sandstone 
slopes, some of which dropped off below us to a sheer fall of 
hundreds of feet, waiting for just one false step. As we made 
our way along the slope, he spoke softly. "It's like a person has 
to manage to live on top of a 20-story building," he said, "a 
person who is terrified stiff at the top of a ten-foot ladder has 
to camp out on the edge of the top of the building, so he 
crawls into a cardboard box up there, where he can't see how 
high he is." 

At this point, it was necessary to traverse a short section 
where the slope became very steep, pitching off less than 
twenty feet below us into a free fall of many hundreds of feet. 
Mungwe gestured wordlessly at the surface ahead. I thought, 
"It's no wonder they call this kind of surface ‘slickrock.'” 
Mungwe looked me in the eye for a second and then lightly 
sprinted across the section of rock to the other side. Denying 
my normal sane tendency to stop and think this over, I quickly 
followed him across. He continued the thread: 

"Now this acrophobe in the box, he probably decorates it 
with all the stuff he can think of to take his mind off the 
altitude, until finally he manages to forget where he is, so when 
the box finally does fall, it comes as a surprise to him." 

We had come to the top of Battle Rock; Mungwe led me 
to the top of the sheer cliff at the up-canyon end of the 
monolith. An enormous stone is visibly broken off the top of 
the cliff, yet somehow it still manages to cling there, hundreds 
of tons of solid sandstone hanging by a few solid connections 
to the top of a cliff hundreds of feet above McElmo Creek. At 
the top it is possible in places to see through the cracks 
between the main cliff and the immense hanging mass to the 
creek below; not a perch to inspire confidence. 

Mungwe strolled out onto the enormous hanging stone and 
sat down. He gestured to a spot beside him. "Join me," he said. 

I knew if I stopped to think, even for an instant, I would 
never be able to do it. I just hopped over the deep crack onto 
the stone surface next to Mungwe and sat down beside him. 
My ears were buzzing like a bad generator on a 1940 ford and 
pulsing with the beat of my pounding heart. I had a hard chill 


=) 
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up my spine and shuddered involuntarily as my skin prickled 
up into gooseflesh all over my body. I felt like I couldn't 
breathe; it required a supreme effort to move any air in either 
direction. Mungwe began to chuckle at me. He scooted on his 
backside to the edge of the cliff and sat on the edge, swinging 
his legs over the abyss. Although 1 was already so terrified I 
thought I was going to die from fright, I moved up beside him 
and swung my feet over the edge. He began to speak softly, 
his eyes focused on the distant eastern horizon 

"Peter, there's one more thing." he said, “Just on the other 
side of the door is an abyss that makes this look like a hop off 
a curb on a pogo stick. The reason you're so scared to be this 
close to the edge is that deep down inside you don't trust 
yourself not to step off suddenly for no reason. You don't 
want to be anyplace where one little slip or mistake can have 
such drastic results." 

I nodded; it was true. 

Mungwe nodded back. "Pete, every single one of us has, 
down deep inside, hidden and disguised and plastered over and 
denied, the ability to die at will, the ability to effortlessly, 
instantly, vacate this life forever. That ability makes the danger 
of sitting here look like a very minor thing. The ability to be 
comfortable on the edge of the abyss is the ability to function 
without the cardboard box. Man's great sin is the denial of the 
inevitability of personal death and the ability to die at will 
Death is the great question, the great unknown, the Black 
Hole whose event horizon shrouds the ultimate mystery. The 
Initiation that follows when a person successfully applies that 
question to his or her life is the entrance into wisdom, 
remembering the ancient beginning and the source of all 
personal identity, accepting responsibility for all things, 
awakening from the dream." 





Ifit should turn out that this life was only a dream, how will 
you feel about betraying your mate, deceiving your friends and 
lying to yourself? All you have gained is dream-stuff, dissolved 
along with the dream like cotton-candy in a rainstorm, and 
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here you stand, rudely awakened, deceitful, a liar and traitor. 
Like the fella says, it all depends on where you bank. 





If you were dreaming and knew it was a dream, nothing 
would matter much to you. It might make it a lot easier to 
keep your priorities straight, but it wouldn't make much 
difference. 

The fact that you don't know opens up the magic possibility 
of real transformation. There is absolutely nothing in or of this 
physical world that can stand up to the transforming test 
represented by the inevitability of the end of each of these 
separate lives and how we deal with that inevitability. This 
paradoxical, illusory dimension calledshuman experience raises 
possibilities not available to an eternal being in etemity. The 
true test of human existence is how successfully we love our 
neighbor as ourself, when to all intents and purposes we are 
experiencing our neighbor as definitely somebody else. 





A very long time ago, my Teacher said, "Pete, I'm going to 
give you the keys to the Kingdom; here they are: 
WHATSOEVER YOU BIND ON THE EARTH IS BOUND 
IN HEAVEN; WHATSOEVER YOU LOOSE ON EARTH 
IS LOOSED IN HEAVEN. Remember, the Kingdom is within 
you." 

The commandment to love your neighbor as yourself is 
based on the recognition that the same circuitry you use to 
judge your neighbor "on earth" will be utilized to judge you "in 
heaven." If you want to get unbound, free, release all the shit 
you have tied to everybody else. 

In the Diamond Sutra, the Buddha says the way to arrange 
your mind is to release everybody, everything, totally, still 
realizing that there is no ‘separate being anywhere in the 
universe to release. 

Not the sort of thing an immortal would need to fool 
around with. 





PEGE ELEELEeeee 
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If you're‘driving by a forest and happen to glance over and 
see that the trees are all lined up in straight lines, your 
experience is transformed; suddenly you can recognize that it's 
actually an orchard, not a forest. Even though you continue to 
drive on and can no longer see the alignment, you still know 
what you have seen. 

To release, forgive and bless everybody and everything, 
totally, within and without, holding to no concept of 
separateness, obscured by no preconceptions, opens up the 
possibility of momentarily seeing eternity, the hidden 
alignment of our oneness. 





If this doesn't suit your fancy, I can only say, "Continue on 
then, searching for, or studiously ignoring, the answer, reading 
your Holy Books, gathering together in flocks. 


Look for a Teacher to show it to you.” 


(I haven't got the heart to tell you, it's too late. Your 
Teacher is gone. Your guru is kaput. They found him 
dangling, stone-dead, from the towel dispénser in the men's 
room of a cafe, in a small town in Oregon. 





By the way, you know the sound of two hands 
clapping...so tell me the sound of one hand clapping. 


(pssst....the answer is: "APPLAU.") 





PEP REEEEEEEEEGE 
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AFTERWORD 


A number of different sources, having provided reliable, 
puissant, information in the past, have attempted to inform me 
that the World is created by agreement. They don't just mean 
the human world of human agreement, all of the politics and 
finance and fantasies, but also the material world of dogs and 
clouds and the law of gravity. 

Sorry. Cute, but no cigar. By the time we get down here, 
we're not that big anymore; we're inside the virtual reality and 
subject to the rules thereof. Our agreement or disagreement 
comes from the part of us that is separate from the rest of us 
and that part can't create on this level. 


The world isn't created by agreement, but by alignment. 


The material world is created at that place where we all 
meet, where each of us and all of us are aligned with the whole 
experience, the creative spirit, that is within each of us and 
contains us all. 

The more clearly people are aware of and comfortable with 
this aspect of their being, the less they are threatened by 
disagreement from others, the less they tend to counterattack 
against dissent and persecute difference. The more clearly 
people know we are One, the more freedom they have to be 
themselves and allow others the same latitude. 


The world that is created by agreement is the world on the 
television screen, the world of leveraged buyouts and ethnic 
cleansing, bottom lines and political images. Being not only 
false, but also clearly evil, it will, in the natural course of 
things, die. It remains to be seen whether we will survive its 
fall 


Peter Trayne 
Creede, Colorado, 1998 
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A MAP OF THE ROUTE OF OUR DESCENT 
-Peter Trayne 


A child learns speech 
Names for things 

Learns that weilie, justify 
Cheat, fool ourselves 
Learns the rewards we gain 
Eats the fruit 

Finds it sweet 

Suffers shame 

Banishes conscience 

The separate self, hiding, lying 
Is created 


"1AM" 

The word 

Becomes God 

The concept of self and survival 
Controlling the tongue 
And the breath 

Stops the breath 

And the heart gives in 

The self dominates 

And dictates to the heart 
And body and mind 

The self like a virus 

With no life of its own 
impresses its pattern on 
Our aliveness and becomes 
"Me" 


The machine 

Moves in its appointed variations 
Self-justifying 

Limited, crippled 

Denying it 

Rationalizing 

Never remembering 
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Life can't be understood 
Teacup can't contain ocean 
An honest understanding 
Knows its limits 

A dishonest understanding can 
Decide anything 

Justify, rationalize anything 
Life limited to the understanding 
Of the self 

Is like owning a healthy horse 
And a sturdy cart 

And laboring continually 

To pull the cart everywhere 
With the horse lying asleep 

In the bottom 


The self will never let go 
It loves your life too much 
It thinks you died back there 
In the battle 

It animates you 

Js you 

And will never, ever 
Really let go all the way 
Who you are 

Ts asleep 

The virus 

Your Self 

Is the one 

Reading these words 


READING THESE WORDS RIGHT NOW 








TEREPEEEEEER 
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EPILOGUE 


Peter Trayne sat for a moment, took a last sip from his 
cup, then set the cup down 
on the table. He called up his communications program on the 
computer and accessed a 
prearranged series of telephone numbers and commands, then 
pecked one key and 
listened to the gleeful burble of the modem as he watched the 
results of his long labors 
squirt out into the world, to friends and acquaintances and 
strangers all over the globe, 
irretrievably disseminated beyond any possible hope of recall; 
hard to believe after all 
the long years of pecking away, changing and editing, at last 
it was signed, sealed and 
delivered. 


Peter Trayne sat alone in his room. 


There was a knock at the door. 











POGGGEES 
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Get your copy of Peter Trayne’s 
New Book, 
“Raccoon’s Law” 
at your bookstore today 


(The filthy son-of-as-bitch 
made us say that, 
-The Publishers) 














